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SHOULD YOU FEAR 
'HE ‘OTHER WOMAN’? 


To Introduce You to the New 


RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB 


THESE FIVE OR: ANY FIVE: OF THE 


18 ALBUMS DESCRIBED BELOW "= COMO: ME Ger LETTERS 
FOR ON LY $3 op [Reran VALUE AS HIGH AS $23.90 | 


RCAVIcTOR | work 


f 
| RcAVicTOR 


... If you agree to buy five albums from 
the Club during the next twelve months 
from at least 65 to be made available 


ALL ALBUMS ARE 
12-INCH, 3343 R.P.M. 
LONG-PLAYING 


BRASS & PERCUSSION oa 
SMORTON GOULD 


ry luis exciting new plan, under the direction of the 
| Book-of-the-Month Club, enables you to have on 
variety of popular music for family fun and 
happier parties... and at an immense saving. More- 
ver. once and for all, it takes bewilderment out of 
building such a well-balanced collection. YOU PAY 
FAR LESS FOR ALBUMS THIS WAY—than if you buy 
them haphazardly. For example, the extraordinary 
introductory offer described above can represent as 
nuch as a 40% saving in your first year of mem- 
bership. THEREAFTER YOU SAVE ALMOST 331;%. 
\fter buying the five albums called for in this offer, 
you will receive a free 12-inch 33% R.P.M. album 
ith a retail price of at least $3.98, for every two 
albums purchased from the Club. A WIDE CHOICE OF 
RCA VICTOR ALBUMS will be described each month. 
One will be singled out as the album-of-the-month. 
[f you want it, you do nothing; it will come to you 
automatically, If you prefer one of the alternates— 
nothing at all in any month—you can make your 
wishes known on a simple form always provided. 
You pay the nationally advertised price — usually 
33.98, at times $4.98 (plus a small mailing charge). 
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LENA HORNE vaVicros BS 
RICARDO MONTALBAN: 


Jamaica 


AM ORIGINAL CAST ALBUGE OF THE 
BROADWAY WIT MUSICAL COMEDY 


DAVID MERWICK BING WITH A BEAT © rcaVictor|; 
BING G CROSBY wie - 


SCOBEY'S Frisco Jazz Band 


€. ¥ MARBURG & FRED SAIDY 
HAROLD ARLEN 


€. 7. MARBURG 





ROBERT Lewis 


LEMMAN ENGEL 
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SINGING STARS e BROADWAY MUSICALS e JAZZ 
DANCE MUSIC e MOOD MUSIC e COLLECTORS’ iTEMS 











RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB P95-5 


CHECK THE FIVE ALBUMS YOU WANT. DO NOT DETACH FROM THE COUPON 
c/o Book-of-the-Month Club, Ine. 





WE GET LETTERS Perry 
Como sings 12 standards: 
S’posin’, ’Deed I Do, etc. 


BELAFONTE Scarlet 
Ribbons, Matilda, Water- 
t 8 more. Folk songs, 
ballads, spirituals. 


FRANKIE CARLE’S 
SWEETHEARTS Dancy 
piano, rhythm, on 12 

girl’ songs: Nola, Laura, 
Cecilia, etc. 

NEW GLENN MILLER 
ORCHESTRA IN HI Fi Ray 
McKinley, Lullaby of Bird- 
land, On the Street Where 
You Live. 12 dance items. 


BRASS AND PERCUS- 
SION Morton Gould Sym- 
phonic Band, hi-fi show- 
piece. 17 marches, with 8 
f Sousa’s best. Others by 
soldman, Gould. 


JAMAICA Original 
Broadway cast, starring 
Lena Horne. Complete Ar- 
len-Harburg hit score. 


[) MARIO LANZA—STU- 
DENT PRINCE Hits from 
Romberg’s operetta, plus 
Lehar, Rodgers gems, etc. 
14 favorites by the exciting 
tenor. 


[] BING WITH A BEAT 
A Crosby jazz lark with 
Bob Scobey. Whispering, Er- 
actly Like You, 10 more 
old-time evergreens. 


[] TOWN HALL CONCERT 
PLUS Louis Armstrong col- 
lectors’ item, with Tea- 
garden, Bigard, Hodges, 
Hackett, etc. 


[] LET’S DANCE WITH 
THE THREE SUNS Forty 
show tunes, standards in 
“society’’ dance medleys, 


[] SHORTY ROGERS PLAYS 
RICHARD RODGERS Mod- 
ern jazz by combo and big 
band. Stars Giuffre, Per- 
kins, etc. 


[|] THE FAMILY ALL TO- 
GETHER Fiedler, Boston 
Pops, light classics: Ravel’s 
Bolero, Clair de Lune, etc. 


[1] MUSIC FOR DINING 
Melachrino Strings in _hi- 
fi mood music. Tenderly 
September Song, Char- 
maine, etc. 


[1 PETER PAN Original 
Broadway, TV cast and 
score, Mary Martin, Cyril 
Ritchard, etc. 


[] BOUQUET OF BLUES 
Dinah Shore torch songs. 
Blues in the Night, St. 
Louis Blues, 10 others. 


[] SWEET SEVENTEEN 
Ames Brothers in 12 stand- 
ards. Little White Lies, I 
Don’t Know Why, For Sen- 
timental Reasons, etc. 


[] THE HEART OF HA- 
VANA Authentic Cuban 
cha-cha-chas by Orquesta 
Aragon. Ideal dance 
rhythms, native color. 


[] THE EYES OF LOVE 
Hugo Winterhalter’s lush 
orchestra in 12 standards: 
Smoke Gets in Your Eyes, 
I Only Have Eyes for You, 
etc. 


345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N. Y. 


Please register me as a member of the rcA Victor Popular Album 
Club and send me the five albums I have checked at left, for which 
I will pay $3.98, plus a small mailing charge. I agree to buy five 
other albums offered by the Club within the next twelve months, for 
each of which I will be billed at the nationally advertised price: 
usually $3.98, at times $1.98 (plus mailing charge). Thereafter, 
if I continue, for every two albums I buy I will be allowed to choose 
a third album, free. After the first year, I need buy only four albums 
in any twelve-month period to maintain membership. 


Name 
Address 
City 

NOTE: If you wish to enroll through an authorized RCA VICTOR dealer, please fill in here: 








Zone State 





Dealer’s Name 





Address 
City 





Zone a 


Send no money. A bill will be sent. 





















































Mahe “_ — Your yp PF Gets A Benefit \. 


This unique program will help make it possible for your 


Church, or any of your Church organizations, to make their 
work more successful. 


By participating in The EBONY CHURCH PLAN, it is 


possible for your Church to get the money it needs for spe- 
cial projects. Your Church sets the amount. 
















































$5 $500 $5,000 
Set your goal. Choose your project. See the list below for 
suggestions. Have all of your members take part in making 
the project an immediate success. 
| | 
Se 
WITH THE FBONY CHURCH PLAN | MAILTHIS COUPON NOW FOR FREE INFORMATION 
| 
or Church, and the various organizations, clubs, societies, and | THE MAILING OF THIS COUPON CAN BS THE BEGINING 
itis veur Church can h a i M k | OF A NEW ERA OF ACHIEVEMENT FOR YOUR CHURCH 
ene y f h "toll : pers 3 } wanna! a ne a 2 oe IN CARRYING FORWARD YOUR PROGRAM OF CHRIS- 
nk of ny of the following plans, pilus any others that you might | TIAN SERVICE. 
: ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee es a es a es a a es a a a ee ee ee ee 
am Feed For Donctiens To The Sich | 8 The EBONY CHURCH PLAN 1-558 ; 
For Conference Delegates Fund For Men's Program | g 1820 South Michigan Avenue + Chicago 16, Illinois 7 
For Sunday School Literature Fund For Missionary Program | : WN i ics ale aude s o0 ses tear one dee asta ee teehee 5 
For Choir Robes Workshop Fund | @ WE. 555 5 sit FCb s Saad pede see aseeaees eee : 
Siieed fend Fund For Women’s Work - MR coSica vcd cnidsieccotesiabee reese Zone... .State....... § 
Fund Refreshment Fund For Teas, Etc. | 4 Name of Your Church CP Oooo oO ee SECO SEE EES Er ESET OH EE OES ER EC OS : 
wma Church Bulletin And Newspaper | : Church Address................. See eae ee a 
oung People's Work Fund ‘ Pe TN I 6 ii hes sg Pkg so a ae oes peewee ene : 
fad For New Song Books Building Fund | § oS ee CR 3 Uvsc<teses Pee.) ext 7 
fad For Donations To The Needy Fund For Miscellaneous Activities | : Do You Bald n Chris oi. in i ios siss (heeiccenseelctien. : 
The EBONY CHURCH PLAN Is A Cooperative Program Of | 8 Ns ah a a a REN te BO 5 05k nee 3 
, EBONY Magazine, And The Churches Of America | Re ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee 
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Any way she turns... 









the picture of 


POISE 


here's a very special quality about her. 


[t’s in the gracious way she moves... . the 
artfully simple way she dresses... the 
quietly assured way she speaks. She’s the 
kind of person who goes about her living 
poised and confident. “‘Problem days’ 
have no meaning for her. She relies on 
Tampax—knows it completely protects, 
while it keeps her secret safe. 

With Tampax® internal sanitary pro- 
tection, she’s never bothered with pads, 
belts, pins . . . never worried about odor 
forming ... never concerned with dis- 
posal or carrying problems. Invisible and 
unfele when in place, Tampax makes her 
literally forget there’s a difference in days 
of the month! 


No wonder millions of smart young 
moderns use Tampax! It’s certainly the 
nicer way, the better way of handling 
those days. Why don’t you use Tampax, 
too? Try it this month. 3 absorbencies 

Regular, Super, Junior), wherever drug 
products are sold. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Massachusetts. 
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EDITOR 


Crooners’ Corner 


I would like to take this opportunity to 
thank you for the wonderful story “The Girl 
I'd Like To Marry” by Johnny Mathis. It 
takes magazines like yours to boost rising 
young vocalists like Johnny, and I’m sure 
Johnny’s parents join me in extending our 
heartiest thanks. 

Gloria E. Mills, President 
Johnny Mathis Fan Club 
Washington, D. C. Chapter 


I have read “The Girl I’d Like To Marry” 
by Johnny Mathis with real interest. I am an 
ardent fan of Johnny and not only think that 
he is handsome but also very talented. I also 
believe that he is conceited, arrogant, egotis- 
tical and would make a terrible husband. 
However, I have to admire him for looking for 
the qualities he mentioned that she must 
possess. This type of girl would be somewhat 
of an angel indeed. Has he ever stopped to 
think that because the wives of those popular 
personalities he mentioned have stayed in the 
background that they have not had their share 
of heartbreaks A devoted wife of a popular 
star would have to play many roles, even those 
of the three monkeys—see nothing, hear noth- 
ing, know nothing, that is, if she loved him 
very much and was determined to stay married 
to him. Even though Mr. Mathis is a successful 
star, he, like the rest of us young Americans, 
has lots to learn. 

Yevette 


Frederick, Md. 


I liked the Special Feature on Roy Hamilton 
in the February TAN: “I Never Thought I'd 
Come Back!” Just wish TAN and Ebony maga- 
zines would write more about him. He is tops 
in my book and always will be. 

Mattie Davis 
Louisville, Ky. 


Thave been a reader of your fine TAN mag- 
azine for a number of years but this is the 
first time I’ve written. I couldn’t pass up the 
opportunity to thank you for your story on 
my favorite recording artist Roy Hamilton. He 
was recently here in Miami and he’s as good 
as new! 

Mrs. A. L. Drinks 
Miami, Fla. 


Pen Pal Fan 


_ Now that I have just completed every story 
in March’s issue, I would like to compliment 
the staff for such a wonderful magazine. TAN 
is the greatest, especially the Pen Pal section. 
eep up the good work and you'll always have 

my subscription. Sincerely, 
A/le Thomas Hedgebeth 


Victoria, Texas 


isn’t it good to know 
you're using the very best! 


i Fast” ‘ Py 
Sse 
eS Oe SS 


For a dressing that’s completely 





pure always insist on genuine 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
inthe BLUE SEAL package. 























When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure w{{(/ i\ 
it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in A | (| d 
the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean PEE Wine 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely = i” 


pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t 
recommend it! 


Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. 


See how much smoother it is. That’s because- | Vase] | ale 
it’s completely free of impurities. No 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. 


WHITE PETROLEUM JELU’ 
Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. : NET 1% 02 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. HOUGH-POp 
Works wonders with dry skin, too! 





_-—<- 


Reader's Digest calls it ‘The Wonder Jelly!" 


*‘VASELINE'’ and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond’s Inc. 













I am Vincent Di Martino, 21, Italian born, 
and come from the island of Capri. I have been 
here in South America seven years. Ever since 
[ was a little boy I’ve met many American 
G.1.’s, among them plenty colored people who 
have become my friends. The reason for my 
writing to you is that I would very much 
like to correspond with some 17- to 20-year-old 
colored girls. I trust that you shall do your 
best to help me and | shall thank you in ad- 
ance for your kindness, 

Vincent Di Martino 
Calle Brandsen 1034 
Buenos Aires, Argentina 


I like your TAN magazine a lot and would 
like to become a member of your Pen Pal 
club and correspond with people 5’9” or over. 
[ am tall, 5’9”, and it is very hard to find 
persons my height. I am 20 and a college 
sophomore whose main interest is to pursue an 
education. I promise to answer all letters. 

Betty Strickland 
175 Linkwood Road, S.W. 
Atlanta, Ga. 


(s | am very much interested in having Pen 
Pals, | would appreciate your printing my 
name in the column. I have been an avid 
reader of TAN, Ebony and Jet for a long time 
and enjoy them very much. Besides reading, 
my hobbies are movies, music, dancing and all 
sports. | am 32, 6’ and 168 Ibs. I should like 
to hear from anyone 24-31. I will answer all 
letters and gladly exchange photos. 

Elisworth Garretson 
1239 Hunterdon St. 
Newark 3, N. J. 


| have keen interest in corresponding with 
(merican citizens, and I shall be pleased if 
you publish my name and address in your 
TAN’s Pen Pal column to all who may like 
o share my interests and views with me. I am 
a lad of 20% years, a student with an ebony 
omplexion and stand 5 ft. 6 in. in height. My 
hobbies and interests are: music of all sorts, 
reading and exchanging of magazines and post 
cards, short story writing, current affairs, pic- 
tures and sports. I shall be glad for your kind- 
ness and I promise to answer all letters that 
may come in. Sincerely yours, 
Lawrence Lartey 
D 209-3 Selbourne Ave. 
ACCRA 
Ghana 


! am a subscriber to TAN and Ebony and 
would not know what to do without either of 
these fine magazines. It might interest you to 
know that after I have read my magazines, | 
end them on to some of my foreign friends 
who enjoy reading them very much. I am a 
17-year-old high school girl, a member of The 
National Honor Society, The Future Teachers 
of America, The New Homemakers of America, 
and the Interpretive Dance Club of our school. 
\s a hobby, I like to barber, and I am an avid 
tamp collector and love all types of music. I 
am a Roman Catholic by faith. I hope that 
will find space in TAN to print my letter. 
Enez Bowins 

P. O. Box 76 

Point of Rocks, Md. 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I would be more than glad if you would 
enter my name in your Pen Pal column. I 
think I will make a fine pal to any nice man 
and I will send my picture. I am 30, light tan 
color, light brown hair and eyes, 189 lbs., 
5'6” in stocking feet. Profession dressmaking. 
My hobbies great fun—just everything nice, 
also my church. I won’t elaborate further at 
this time but will tell more in my letters. 

(Miss) Joyce Williams 

7 Sea Breeze Ave. 
Windward Rd., P. O. 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.1. 


Since I am primarily interested in making 
new friends of all races, I would say your 
magazine is wide spread and therefore would 
enable me to do just this. I am a mother of 
four beautiful children of mixed blood. I am 
31, have blue eyes, auburn hair, 5’1”, 118 lbs. 
I enjoy singing, dancing and good wholesome 
fun. I do drink socially but actually prefer 
not to. I would like to hear from both men and 
women of all ages, all races, all creeds. | 
promise to answer all letters. 

Jean Allen 
P.O. Box 574 
San Pablo, Calif. 


I, the undersigned, would like to get a Pen 
Pal in America, so I thought maybe if I wrote 
to you I might be able to get some help. My 
name is: 

Desmond E. LeBlanc 
Height: 5/11” 
Age: 21, 10th of May coming 
Hobbies: Dancing, singing and 
listening to discs, mostly jazz 
At the moment I’m learning to play the guitar 
and drums, hoping to be a top artist like some 
of them that you have in the U. S. 
Here’s hoping for your help, 
Desmond E. LeBlanc 
No. 30 Sellier St. 
Curepe 
Trinidad, B.W.I. 


We are hoping that you will have a spot in 
your Pen Pal column for three lonely airmen 
ages 22, 20 and 24 respectively. To be very 
frank, we are all out for corresponding with 
some nice girls between the ages 17-25. We 
all have just about the same hobbies—dancing, 
sports, outings and collecting jazz records. We 
promise to answer all letters and will exchange 
photos with anyone who is interested enough 
to write. Listed below are our names: we have 


the same address. 
A/2c Roy T. Bulluck 
A/2c Charles Johnson 
A/2c Fred Williams 
3459th Sturon P/P 
F. E. Warren A.F.B., Wyo. 


| am an ardent reader of TAN and would 
like to be included in your Pen Pal club as 
soon as possible. I would like to correspond 
with young ladies of my race. I am 23, 5’7”, 
black hair, brown eyes. I am an ex-soldier and 
plan to attend college this fall. I have a very 
nice job. Hobbies are music, movies and sports. 
Will answer all letters and exchange photos. 
Willie (Bill) F. Johnson 
5045 S. Drexel Blvd. 
Chicago 15, Ill. 


I would like very much to have my request 
for Pen Pals published in your TAN maga. 
zine, also my name and address. I am of light 
complexion, with dark brown eyes, black hair, 
5’4”, 160 lbs. My age is 39 and I am ina 
sanatorium and get so lonely. I would like to 
have men and women of all ages write me. | 
will be sincerely glad to answer all letters. | 
am one of your TAN readers and like to read 
TAN and Ebony when I am not reading my 
Bible. Singing is my hobby. 

Lillie M. Walton 
Annex Ward 1] 
Sanatorium, Miss, 


Being a constant reader of your magazine, 

1 could not help but let you know that it is 
rated one of the best in my estimation. If you 
would enter my name in your Pen Pal section 
you would be doing me a great honor. For a 
few statistics, my name is Curtis L. Davis, 21 
years of age, 61” tall. I am hoping to receive 
letters because it gets lonely here in Okinawa. 
Pfc. Curtis L. Davis 1637004 

Comm. Co., Hq., BN (M.T.) 

3rd Mar. Div. F.MLF. 

c/o F.P.0. 

San Francisco, Calif. 


I would be very grateful if you would print 
my letter in TAN magazine. All correspond- 
ence will be promptly answered. I am an 
ardent reader who would like to be listed on 
your Pen Pal page. (I am 23, shy, and so I 
am rather lonely.) I would like to correspond 
with boys and girls between 22-29. I like read- 
ing music and movies. I collect my mail at 
the district post office as I live out of the way. 
However, the address is: 

Marian Dale 

Belmont Valley Rd. 

c/o Belmont Post Office 
Port-of-Spain 

Trinidad, B.W.L. 


I enjoy TAN stories, but most of all I like 
Pen Pals. I am 27, single, 5’5”, 135 lbs., tan 
complexion. I am a typist working here in 
Washington, D. C. Love all sports but dancing 
is my favorite diversion. Would like to corre- 
spond with servicemen between 27-35 in the 
U.S.A. or other countries. All letters will be 
answered immediately and photos exchanged. 

Edith B. Jackson 
411—2nd St., S.E. #404 
Washington 3, D. C. 


| buy TAN each month and would like for 
my name to be published in your Pen Pal page. 
I am stationed in Germany with the 11th Air- 
borne Division which, I might add, isn’t any- 
thing like the States by any comparison. There 
are very few things to do. I would like to 
correspond with nice girls from different parts 
of the world. I am 5’11”, 176 Ibs. My interests 
include baseball, football, boxing, basketball. 
swimming and also collecting photos. I would 
be happy to exchange photos. I am also a Long 
Islander. 

Cpl. James Milledge 
RA 12481930 
Co. A 504th 2nd ABG 
11th Airborne Division 
APO 112 New York, N. Y. 

P.S. My age is 21. 
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EARLY 


It 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

My husband and I are separated 
and our home was broken up because of 
too much debt, so I left him. He took 
our two children with him and moved 
them in with his first wife. Now I think 
he is running around with her. Don’t you 
think that is silly? This has been worry- 
ing me for some time and I think it’s ter- 
rible for a man to go with his divorced 


E.M.W. 


wife. 


Dear E. M. W.: 

You are the silly one if you 
are more concerned with the 
activities of your husband than 
you are with the welfare of 
your two children. If you love 
him so much, ask him to come 
back and bring the children 
and make a home for their 
sake. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

My mother is pregnant and the baby’s 
father is not my father. I am worried 
sick for fear that when he comes home 
he will be so mad that he will break up 
our home. My mother does not know 
that I know this but I hear her crying at 
night and wish there was something | 
could do to help her. What should I do? 
lam 16 and don’t have any money. 

Dorothy 


Dear Dorothy: 

That problem is too big for 
you to carry on your shoul- 
ders and there just isn’t much 
you can do to solve it. Your 
mother and father will have to 





work it out for themselves and 
I can only hope for the best. 
In the meantime become more 
interested in school and extra- 
curricular activities. Your life 
will not end because your 
mother made a mistake. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

A member of my family is having 
trouble with her husband. Their two 
small children are sick, she is unable to 
work, and the husband runs around with 
other womer. and does not support his 
family. He has almost made her a nerv- 
ous wreck and they are on the road to 
divorce. Will you please tell me how I 


can help them. S.B.G. 


Dear S. B. G.: 

Tell her to go with her 
husband to a reliable person 
whom they respect and have 
confidence in, and talk their 
problems out. Probably the 
misunderstandings persists be- 
cause they can’t talk to each 
other, or don’t. With the help 
of an objective advisor or 
counselor such as a family 
doctor, minister or lawyer, 
they might be able to bridge 
the gaps of hurt and accusa- 
tions. Or if necessary, the 
court can make the husband 
support his family. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a very lonely 21-year-old girl 
even after completing high school and 
three years of college. Throughout my 
entire life I’ve had only seven dates. I 
dress appealingly and have a flowery per- 
sonality. I love dancing, but no one asks 
me to a dance. I now correspond with a 
boy in the Air Force whom I’ve never 
seen. He writes nice letters but has never 
asked me to marry him. I am unusually 
straight and tall for a girl 6 feet 1 inch. 
Every time I go out I am criticized. I try 
to ignore these taunts and pretend to be 
happy, but I can’t any longer. My life 
seems to have no future. Will you please 
give me some advice? 


Miss Discouraged 


Dear Miss Discouraged: 
Some of the world’s most 
striking models are statuesque 
beauties who parade their 
height with pride. If you know 
other girls with the same prob- 
lem, form a “Tall Girls Club.”’ 


| 
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Every wife who has lost her man to another 
woman wonders why. but few dure face the 
trith: that they really gave their men away. 





CHOULD YOU FEAR .. 
THE ‘OTHER WOMAN’? 


Is it not enough to simply marry a man, bear his 


aS ee See eee 


children and tend his home? Must a wife be ever 


vigilant less the sanctity of her marriage be invaded 


by her perennial arch-enemy—the “other woman’’? 


A FEW YEARS AGO in a large eastern city an enormously successful Negro 

businessman, whose flirtatious reputation nearly matched that of his business 
know-how, was sued for divorce by his wife of ten years who had shared his bed 
in leaner days as well as during the subsequent years of his prosperity. The grounds 
were adultery. Moreover, the wife named “the other woman” and also brought suit 
against her for alienation of affection. 

Friends of the couple lifted their eyebrows at the second suit. Alienation? The 
word, of course, implied that the other woman “had stolen” the affections of the 
philandering husband. But nothing was further from the truth. Friends knew 
that the apparently “outraged” wife had practically given away her husband’s 
affections. Where the years of prosperity had brought her mink coats and Cadillacs 
and a merry-go-round of bridge parties and social functions, they had nevertheless 
dimmed the fires of romance. The poor, rich husband simply suffered from neglect. 
And he had turned to “the other woman” to get what he was not getting at home. 

It was an age-old problem with a new cast of characters—and one that is renewed 
almost daily. The “other woman,” of course, is an admitted menace to marital bliss, 
but the question of whether or not she should be feared is one whose answer can be 
found in a few kindergarten rules for a happy marriage. Unfortunately, too many 
women become careless with the rules late in the game and end up as frustrated, dis- 
illusioned divorcees. They may boast, in speaking of competition, that “there’s 
nothing she can do that | can’t do better,” but somehow they never seem to get 
around to doing it. The other woman does. 

Any marriage counselor will tell you that marriage is a full-time, around-the- 
clock occupation that has to be worked at to be successful. The other woman only 
enters the picture when the wife begins to fall down on the job. After all, it is the 
female charm that usually snares the male in matrimony, but when it begins to lose 
luster husbands start looking around to see what’s available on the open market. 
To the male, the chase is the exciting part of the matrimonial game. He is primarily 
interested in the pursuit, not the goal. The female, on the other hand, is more 
concerned with the end objective, which, of course, is marriage. But some women 
simply do not realize that the responsibility for keeping a marriage alive and healthy 
is largely the woman’s. 

Take, for example, the case of one ex-wife of a well-known entertainer who lost 
her mate to “the other woman.” She and her husband had enjoyed what appeared 
to be a happy marriage. They owned their own home; he was working steady and 
they seemed to be content. But the husband, whose work kept him constantly in the 
midst of night life glamor, was apparently bored at home and the wife was unaware 
of this. A dancer set her hooks for the husband, and by some private mathematical 
elimination process of her own, declared to friends: “There are only two Negro men 
around today worth marrying, and I’m going to marry one of them.” She did too. 

For obvious reasons, “the other woman” seems to be a chief occupational hazard 
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Don’t give in to dark, dull skin! A 
lighter, brighter complexion can help 
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“What a lucky girl 


inine voices say, 
—to have such a complexion! 


NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NaprnoLa—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NapbINoLa right 
away! NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 








When a husband leaves 
home, is he enticed into the 
arms of another woman, or 
driven? Here are the facts 


for entertainers once they reach success, 
but business and professional men also 
come in for their share of exposure to 
the mistress who is willing to step in 
when the wife stops working at being a 
wife. For proof one needs only to look 
around among the top drawer society 
circles of Negro America and begin 
counting off the names of those who have 
married for the second time—frequently 
o “the other woman.” 

Why does the wife lose out? For any 
one of a number of reasons, but basically 
it’s because she either knowingly or un- 
knowingly stops being a wife with all 
that the word implies. Volumes of books 
have been written on the subject, but 
even without reading these any wife can 
eliminate the danger of “the other 
woman” if she will only remember 10 
guide rules as outlined by family coun- 
selors: 

1. Keep yourself attractive. 

2. Don’t “fence in” your husband. 
Encourage him to have outside 
interests such as golf, bowling or 
fishing provided he doesn’t over- 
do it. 

3. Don’t try to dominate your hus- 
band. 

4. Be careful not to under-emphasize 
or over-emphasize sex. 

5. Cooperate in financial planning, 
and try to spend money wisely. 

6. Don’t burden your husband with 
personal problems, especially 
without first giving him a chance 
to relax after he comes home 
from a hard day’s work. 

7. Be a good housekeeper, but don’t 
overdo this to the point that you 
neglect other needs of your hus- 
band and children. 

8. Let your husband know your true 
attitudes and desires, and encour- 
age him to express his own feel- 
ings about vital matters in your 
marriage. 

9. Know his favorite dishes and 
learn to prepare them well. The 
adage that “The way to a man’s 
heart is through his stomach” still 
holds true. 

10. Keep (Continued on Page 70) 








S° 
to co} 


there 
sweal 


York 
back 


swiny 


strun 
ty o 
(No 


Twei 
Soni 
Bod: 
And 


pria 


and 


nevi 


ves 
the 

or 
cts. 


also 


in 
ga 
00k 


ave 
tly 


ny 


ut 





By 


- 





James Goodrich 


ONNY STITT, the versatile sax star 
with the Charlie Parker style, has yet 
to cop a crown in a major jazz poll but 
there are countless fans around who 
swear he has no peer on his instrument. 
In a current Verve album called “New 
York Jazz,” explosive Sonny gives his 
backers something to shout about in a 
swinging set that lends veracity to their 
assertion. A 12-inch LP, it offers the in- 
strumentalist displaying superb virtuosi- 
ty on tenor and alto on 10 selections 
(Norman’s Blues, | Know That You 
Know, If | Had You, Alone Together, 
Twelfth Street Rag, Down Home Blues, 
Sonny’s Tune, Stars Fell On Alabama, 
Body And Soul and Between The Devil 
And The Deep Blue Sea). With appro- 
priate aid from three other jazz virtuosos 
(drummer Joe Jones, bassist Ray Brown 
and pianist Jimmy Jones), Stitt was 
never better. 


“New York Jazz” presents a pano- 
ramic picture of Stitt’s playing. On up- 
tempo numbers, he unleashes the driving 
spirit and execution that trademark his 
music. On the ballads, he is penetrating- 
ly passionate, his eerie patterns building 
heavenly effects around the melodies. But 
fast or slow, hot or cold, he blows every- 
thing in the uninhibited modern manner 
known, accurately or not, as New York 
Jazz (whence the title of the album). 

Stitt, of course, bears the stamp of the 
late alto wizard, Charlie Parker. At 33, 
he is said by critics to come “closer than 
anyone now alive to the shadow of Bird.” 
While the experts agree that Parker was 
first, they still reserve an eminent spot 
in jazz for Sonny. 

Perhaps Stitt is most admired for his 
basic sincerity in musical expression. 
Observing musicians who favor Stitt, jazz 


writer Nat (Continued on Page 77) 
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SAY Per 6 Sooke yet endl Uitce mouthe since 

I stood in the church in my pink chiffon maid-of- 
honor gown and watched Howard marry Elsie; fifteen 
long months of scheming and waiting—waiting for 
the fulfillment of the vow I made on that wedding day. 
He may be yours now, Elsie, | had said silently then, 
but one day he’s going to be mine. 

Today was the day. Howard was coming to me. 
He wasn’t coming to stay, free and clear with divorce 
‘in hand, but he was coming. And if he came once, 
he would come back again. I would see to that. 

The tender trap was carefully laid. There was steak and 
baked potatoes and salad and black coffee and apple 
pie in the kitchen; his favorite meal, hadn’t I watched 





ST AAC Elsie fix it for him often enough to know? A bottle 
beigg "= ___ of straight whiskey, ice cubes and a pitcher of water 
-SHOHRT DS _ rested on the living room coffee table. Howard was 

=> a bourbon man, no scotch or blended or fancy stuff 


—_—_" 
= STORY ge for him. There were cigarettes, his brand. And then 
ae there was me, dressed entirely too flimsily, much too 
. accessible. But there was no kidding ourselves, was 
there? Didn’t we know what a rendezvous such as ours 
eee ee ree with mod pies 


1 MADE 


HM MINE! 





Let Elsie have Howard? Why should I? She had always had 
everything she wanted. I was tired of playing the good sister. 
It was time to get what I wanted: a man—her man, in fact 


“What are you crying for?” Howard 
demanded. “Don’t say baby-sister- 
didn’t- know - what - she - was - doing.” 








Rival the “flowers that 
bloom in May” 
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and make-believe houses. We weren’t 
strangers who could exchange pleasan- 
tries and small talk and say we didn’t 
know each other well enough for any- 
thing more. We were a man and a wom- 
an who knew each other well, 
warmed and excited by the other’s pres- 
ence, each bared and ready for the 
sharp, knife-like plunge with the naked 
edge of desire. 

There would be no playing of games 
with he and I. We would be lovers from 
the first night on, and it would not mat- 
ter that he was my sister’s husband. 

And why should she have him instead 
of me? Hadn’t she had everything while 


each 


I was meeting 


wife’s back. 


Howard 


suspicions. Pretty, lucky Elsie. She got 
everything she wanted. 

But things were a little different now. 
I wasn’t the fat, round-faced, straggly- 
haired girl I used to be. Time and diet 
and articles on exercise and posture and 
beauty care had changed all that. I was 
a woman now, an attractive woman, and 
I had caught the eye of the man I wanted. 

Actually it had been easy. What 
better than he should be my sister’s 
husband, with me the adoring, helpful 
sister-in-law—always welcome. How 
many times had [| sat at their table, 
watching the adoration in their eyes, 
listening to their love words? How many 


secretly, behind his 


And I was going after him with 


the most powerful weapon a woman possesses 


I waited around to scoop up the crumbs? 
Elsie was the first born; she got the new 
clothes, I wore the hand-me-downs. 
Elsie was the prettiest child, with long, 
silken black braids and saucer-like eyes, 
and it was me the kids were talking 
about when they sang their vicious little 
made-up song: 

Elsie Hicks and Mary Hicks, 

Which one’s in an awful fix? 

It was always Elsie that got the best 
of everything—A’s and B’s in school 
while I struggled for C’s; dates with the 
boys on the football and basketball teams 
while I was lucky to be asked to go to a 
movie by that little furny-faced Jerome 
Thomas who played in the school band. 
Elsie got a job as a medical secretary 
and was courted by young internes. | 
started to work behind a counter in a five 
and dime store and had to fight my way 
up to assistant to the store manager 
where the money was better, even if the 
boss did have six hands. 

And then Elsie waltzed down the aisle 
with Howard, who was just about the 
handsomest man in town. He stood 
about six feet tall, rugged and nut-brown 
with eyes that twinkled mischieviously 
whenever he looked at a girl. Every wom- 
an who knew Howard was crazy about 
him, and I didn’t know just how far Elsie 
had gone to land him, but I had my 





time had I washed their dishes, playing 
the good sister-in-law so they could 
dash off to an early movie or a dance? 
How many times had I heard the chari- 
table tone in Elsie’s voice when she in- 
vited her younger, less fortunate, un- 
married sister to her house to share the 
warmth and companionship of a home? 
And how many times had I worn that 
smiling, deceitful mask of thanks? 

But no more. Time, the same time that 
had healed my homeliness, had brought 
Howard and me closer and closer until 
we were like the moth and the flame. 
Doing dishes together in the kitchen 
while Elsie handled some other chore, 
being picked up by Howard for dinner 
at their house, going shopping with him 
for presents for her—all these things had 
enabled us to know and become com- 
fortable with each other. 

And for weeks now we both knew 
where we were heading. The hand-hold- 
ing, the little kisses, the small brother- 
in-law and sister-in-law show of affection 
was becoming more deliberate; touches 
had turned to caresses, little pecks had, 
once or twice, become real kisses. And 
now we were meeting, secretly without 
Elsie’s knowledge while she went to a 
baby shower for one of the girls in her 
office. 

And I would (Continued on Page 51) 




















James Edwards 


VV HEN Harry Belafonte sails for 


the Brussels World’s Fair, promi- 


nent in his entourage will be that “Am- 


sador to Celebrities” Roosevelt Zan- 


© ders, who will be taking along three of 


his Cadillac limousines for the group’s 
use during their tour of the continent. 


But Fats Domino won’t be going 
abroad any time soon simply because he 
happens to be among those still afraid 
“the Cadillac is 


much more restful for me.” 


of flying. Says Fats: 


They really loved Diahann Carroll 
in Europe. Italian film producers sent 
for her to come to Rome for screen tests 

. she was also tested for French Cin- 
ema, however, she had to take off for 
home because of TV commitments and 
a Havana engagement. 


Pianist Erroll Garner arrived home 
from his invasion of Paris carrying a 
basketful of trophies. Among the eight 
international awards that were presented 


to him were the Fats Waller Award, Best 





Rosetta Tharpe 


L’Tanya 





Diahann Carroll 


é e A 
Harry Belafonte 


Jazz Album in London Award, an award 
flown in from Brazil and two flown in 
from his own America. Columbia Rec- 
ords rewarded their favorite artist not 
with a “Day” but the celebration of “Er- 
roll Garner Month.” 











Sister Rosetta Tharpe, the gospel | 


singer who used to be a blues shouter, is 
currently a big rage in Europe as a gos- 
pel singer. So she has decided to just 


stay there for quite a spell. 


Johnny Mathis’ manager put a stop 
to his singing background themes for 
. she feels he should 
Which is 


just about what Della Reese had in mind 


movie pictures . . 
be seen on the screen as well. 


when she refused an offer to lend her 
voice to Porgy And Bess. In her own 
words: “No voice without the body.” 

Sammy Davis, Jr. wants to bob his 
nose before facing movie cameras but 
Sam Goldwyn who signed little Sammy 
for the Porgy And Bess Sportin’ Life 


role says no (Continued on Page 61) 
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DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 
RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5S DAYS 
Does Drunkenness Threaten Your 
Happiness Or Your Loved Ones? 
Quick "And Easily Helps Being 
ic sily ps ng 
4 Al re Of —— 
This Is Strictly A Home M 
Take. Nothing Like It 
Not Represented As A Per- 
re," Tot It is A Doctor's Recognized 
Method Of Withdrawal Of Alcohol. You Can Go 
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Usual, While Using ‘Our Method. May Be Used 
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Time. The Price Is odd a Low. Only $10.00 
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ONE NIGHT 





RGIE, WILL YOU wash out those 
diapers in the tub? I’m just too 
» do anything!” 
voice was that of Belle, my step- 
dull and whining as always. I 
her fling her plump, lazy body 
the bed in the room she shared 
father and knew without look- 
it she probably had a mouthful 
olate candy and would be read- 
of those detective magazines she 
much. The baby in its crib 
bed was more than likely wet 
but she wouldn’t care about that. 
sigh, I finished shelling the last 
eas and put them on the stove 
starting on the tub of dirty dia- 


ng as I could remember, I had 
nplete responsibility of keeping 
,ouse. My own mother had never 
ed after I was born, although she 
on for nearly ten years after- 
ilmost completely bedridden. Dad 
| about seventy acres of land in Be 
uthern end of our county and — 
the unpainted four-room house in 
e lived. Considering the fact 


weren’t sharecropping for white 


> most of the other colored farm- 
ind there, | guess we were pretty 
at that. When my mother finally 
I was already doing most of 
ng and cleaning so there wasn’t 
hange in that respect. Dad 
who was a deacon in our little 
hurch and looked up to as a 
ristian man, seemed to get even 
ghteous and strict than he was 
other died. After the funeral 
id me: 
because you no longer got a ma, 
nk I’m going to let you grow up 
some weed. I'll see to it that 
good God-fearin’ woman.” 
a tall, dark man with a lean, 


OF SIN 

















[ don’t know what made me slip away to meet Eddie— 
unless it was just because I was tired of being 
preached to, tired of working for my 


lazy stepmother, tired of everything being so dull 








ingular body, and to me he always 
looked like what Satan himself would 
look like. So I didn’t tell him then or 
ter that the death of the pale, sickly 

nan who had been my mother 
couldn’t make much difference one way 
or another in what I grew up to be. 

t was just over a year ago that Dad 
married Belle. I had just turned seven- 
teen and had been the only female in our 
house since my mother’s death. Belle 
was the cousin to one of the Halls who 
had a farm about two miles from us. 
She was visiting with them when Dad 

1et her and in less than a month she was 


I 


Mrs. Parker. 
Dad never explained this sudden mar- 


riage to me but did say soon afterwards, 
Margie, God did not intend for man to 
ne. That is why he so generously 
blessed me with Belle for a helpmate.” 
| had laughed to myself at this, espe- 
cially the generous part. My stepmother 
had made it all too clear from the start 
that she had no intentions of taking over 
from me when it came to work around 


live al 


the place but instead, all her coming 

int was that I had another person to 
look after. If I thought too that she 
would be of any help in softening Dad’s 
heart about my having dates with boys 
r going to dances and picnics with 
other kids from the county school, I was 
sure wrong. She was just as dead set as 
Dad against me getting new clothes or 
going places. She accused me of think- 
ing that | was “cute” and too good to 
mix with her kinfolks, but the truth was 
that I never liked the Halls very much 
because 
othe 


they were always criticizing 
people and bragging about them- 
selve 

[Three months ago Belle had had a 
bab the boy that Dad had always 
wanted and to whom he seemed to give 
all his love and spare time. Belle, how- 
ever, was just as indifferent about the 
baby as she was about everything else. 
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As for me, I was just marking time 
now. I had graduated a month ago from 
the County Consolidated School. Grad- 
uation had meant very little to me except 
that now I wouldn’t have to worry about 
trying to get school work along with all 
the other things I had to do at home. 
Dad had made it quite clear that there 
wasn’t any money for further schooling 
and he felt he had done all his “Christian 
duty” required of him in seeing that I 
graduated from high school. It was my 
duty now to help Belle out at home until 
somebody came along who wanted to 
marry me. That was a laugh! Who 
would ever find me, buried away from 
people and everything like I was. 
















I had made plans though. In another 
month, I would be eighteen. I had been 
saving every little penny that came my 
way for a long time now and I had 
enough to get me to the city and tide me 
over until I could get a job and start 
looking out for myself. Maybe after a 
while I could even go to business school 
or something but at least I would be on 
my own and nobody could stop me! 

In the last few weeks, however, even 
these plans had been pushed to the back 
of my mind. Dad had started bringing 
Lloyd Jackson over almost every night 
for supper. He was a huge, rather dull 
fellow whose father had died and left 
him a real good farm that adjoined ours. 
He must have been about thirty years old 
but had never been married that I knew 
anything about, probably because he was 
as homely as they come besides being 
downright ignorant about anything but 
farming. 

You can imagine my surprise then 
when Belle, one evening, said to me: 
“That Lloyd Jackson is about the best 
farmer around here. His cotton crop 
this year will be about the biggest in 
this part of the county.” 

“Well,” I cracked, “As ugly as he is 
he should be able to do something.” 


Belle turned on me, her little black 
eyes blazing, “Who’re you to call some- 


body ugly? You think that because 
you're a little better-looking than other 
folk, you’re maybe a little better, too. 
Let me tell you, you ain’t nothing and 
you're lucky a man like Lloyd would 
want to marry you.” 

She stopped suddenly as my eyes got 
big as saucers at what she was saying. 

“Well,” she went on, “All I’ve got to 
say is that if I was a burden on my folk, 
I sure would want to do something about 
it. Especially if my father had another 
child to bring up and educate.” With 
this, she flaunted out of the room leaving 
me too numb to say anything. 

The idea of me marrying Lloyd Jack- 
son! For a minute, I thought about how 
it would be for him to kiss me with those 
big moist lips or to have his big hands 
pawing over me. I almost got sick. 

From then on, I barely spoke to Lloyd 
Jackson when he came around although 
I knew this was making Dad and Belle 
mad. I pretended that I didn’t even 
notice when he would look at me as if 
he already had me in that big shabby 
house of his and was undressing me 
piece by piece. I kept wishing that my 
birthday would hurry up and come so 
I could get away from all this, especially 
Lloyd Jackson. 

It was about this same time that Eddie 
Ransome first showed up at our place. 
The first time he came, I was in the 
kitchen preparing supper while Belle 
“rested” out on the front porch. I heard 
a car drive up and then a man’s voice. 
At first I thought it was Lloyd and 
wondered if I would have to put up with 
him for supper, but then I noted that 
the voice was deeper and more pleasant 
than Lloyd’s ever was. I quietly went to 
the door and took in at a glance the 
pretty blue late model car parked out 
in the road and the slim good looking 
fellow who was bending over an open 
suitcase showing bolts of material and 
ribbons to Belle. Although he couldn’t 
have been over twenty-three, he talked 
with an easy assurance as he told her 
about his cloth and the prices. He had 
reddish hair and a neat mustache of the 
same color that showed up nicely against 
his light tan skin. 

I didn’t know he had even noticed me 
until he looked up and said: “Maybe, 
you'd like a dress out of this, Miss. Blue 
would look real nice on you.” 

I shyly stepped out of the door and 
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looked down at the lovely piece of blue 
silk that he was holding up. I had never 
had anything so lovely and I was sud- 
denly conscious of my faded print house- 
dress. 

Belle spoke peevishly then, “We don’t 
have any money, mister, for fancy mate- 
rial like that. Have you got any good 
outing flannel?” He turned to her and 
started rummaging through the suitcase 
but I thought I caught a friendly wink 
at me before he turned. 

It was a couple of days later that I 
saw him again. Belle and the baby had 
gone over to her cousin’s and Dad was 
in town. I was sitting on the front porch 
enjoying the peace of being alone when 
| saw the car drive up and the familiar 
figure jump out. He came up to the 
porch and grinned at me. “Remember 
me? The name is Ransome. Eddie Ran- 
some. I didn’t get a chance to tell you 
when I was here before.” 

“M-My name’s Margie Parker,” I 
stammered. “You must be looking for 
Belle, my stepmother, but she isn’t home 
now.” 

“Well, as a matter of fact, I had 
planned on selling her something today 
but I don’t guess I’m too unhappy about 
her not being here now, that is, as long 
as you're here.” He smiled but my heart 
was pounding. 

I had never had anyone talk to me like 
that before and something told me that 
I should beware of this smooth, good 
looking stranger but I told myself that 
I was just being a silly little country girl. 
That was the way city people talked. 

Eddie seemed not to notice my nerv- 
ousness and went on talking about how 
he liked his selling job because he could 
get around and meet people. He told me 
about his being an orphan and having 
been on his own since he was twelve— 
nearly ten years now. It was nice to sit 
there and listen to him talk. I was totally 
unprepared though when he pulled out 
a liquor bottle and offered me a drink. 
He said he had been feeling the heat and 
what he needed was a good drink so 
wouldn’t I join him. I was really scared 
then. According to my father, liquor 
was the cause of most of the misery in 
the world and drinking was first on his 
list of deadly sins. 

Suddenly, all the resentment that I felt 
toward Dad, Belle, and Lloyd Jackson 
welled up in me and I decided that I was 
going to take that drink just to show 
them. So, I laughed nervously and told 


Eddie that sure I would have a drink 
with him. I went to the kitchen and 
brought glasses and ice and watched as 
he poured in the gold-colored liquid. 
At first I choked on the stuff, but I was 
determined to appear sophisticated so I 
managed somehow to keep from looking 
too uncomfortable although I was sure 
it was burning holes in my inside. Eddie 
talked a little while longer, then patted 
me on the knee, told me I was a “swell 
sport” and he had to run along now 
but he would see me again soon. When 
the car drove off, I was suddenly real 
scared. I hurried to wash up the glasses 
we had used and scrubbed out my mouth 
to take the smell of whiskey off my 
breath. I made it to my bed and was 
asleep almost before my head touched 
the pillow. I didn’t wake up until Belle 
came home and shook me, demanding 
that I get up and start supper. 

The next time I saw Eddie was just a 
couple of days later. Both Dad and 
Belle had been home, but miraculously 
we had been able to snatch a few minutes 
alone when Dad had to go inside to get 
money to pay for Belle’s order and Belle 
had followed him, probably to try to get 
more. True, there wasn’t much time, but 
there was enough to make some hurried 
plans for the night—plans that made my 
head swim every time I thought about 
them. 

I was thinking about them later as 
I sprinkled washing powder over the 
baby’s diapers and filled the tub with 
warm water. There was a big revival 
going on out in a big tent on the church 
grounds. That night was the final meet- 
ing and everybody for miles around 
would be coming out. After the preach- 
ing, there was going to be a big feed 
put on by the Ladies Auxiliary and even 
Belle was pitching in to help. Of course, 
I was expected to be there and ordinarily 
I would be looking forward to the 
chance of seeing so many people. To- 
night, however, that big crowd was going 
to serve the plans that I had made with 
Eddie. Dad, being a deacon, and Belle, 
being on the food committee, would be 
much too busy to keep close watch on 
me so I was going to slip down by the 
spring where Eddie would be parked. 
For a couple of hours I wouldn’t be 
missed and Eddie was taking me on a 
real, honest to goodness date! 

Eddie was going to take me to the 
“Red Rooster,” the nearest thing to a 
night spot that we had out in the sticks. 


It was no more than a barn that had 
been turned into a roadhouse but it did 
have a dance floor and a little combo. 
I had heard about the place but it was 
definitely off-limits for me to even think 
about, no less ever go to. But just think- 
ing about dancing with someone like 
Eddie, having him hold me close, was 
enough to make me tremble. There was 
always the chance that Dad might find 
out, but since I was leaving home any- 
way in another month or so, that 
wouldn’t make too much difference. 


HE NIGHT couldn’t have been more 

perfect if I had ordered it special 
myself. It was warm, but there was a 
soft little breeze that ruffled the trees 
and a big brassy moon that hung in the 
sky like an artificial balloon. The skirt 
and blouse I wore were homemade like 
all my clothes, but unknown to Belle, I 
had put little elastic bands around the 
sleeves so they would hug my shoulders 
while I was at the meeting but could slip 
down low for the “Red Rooster.” The 
black skirt was simple but I knew that 
it clung to me in the right places and 
Eddie wouldn’t have to be ashamed of 
the way I looked. 

The tent and church grounds were 
jammed when we go there. Belle had left 
the baby with an elderly relative who 
must have been the only person in the 
entire county who hadn’t come to the 
meeting. Dad and Belle were immedi- 
ately busy doing what was expected of 
them and I wandered around in the huge 
crowd, nodding at acquaintances and 
even stopping for a few minutes to talk 
to Mrs. Dennis, the wife of our pastor. 

As time passed, singing started inside 
the tent and those outside in the yard 
started pushing toward it for a better 
view. This was my chance to skirt 
around the back and dart quickly into 
the fringe of woods. For a moment when 
I looked back, I thought I saw Lloyd 
Jackson coming my way but when I 
looked again, he wasn’t in sight so I just 
thought I must be having the jitters. 
Once out of the glare of lights, I fairly 
ran down the path toward the spring and 
the clearing where Eddie’s car was to be 
parked. When I could see its shiny 
chrome glistening through the trees, I 
stopped hurrying and slowed down to 
what I hoped was a sophisticated walk. 
He opened the door for me and I slid 
in beside him. I smoothed my skirt 
down around (Continued on Page 66) 
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We belonged together, forever and forever. 5 A 
And I gave in’ ta the singing in my body 
tnd in my heart and floated up to heaven. 


Our love was so fresh and clean and golden and 


nothing would tarnish it, ever. And it would 


be just as if Dick and I were really married 


F OR FOUR YEARS | lived in a dark, unreal, shadowy world 

on the very brink of sanity. Now I know the seeds of my 
trouble were planted long ago in my childhood. I know now 
Dick’s death wasn’t really the cause—it was only the last straw 
that I couldn’t accept. 

Of course it might have been different if I hadn’t had to be 
so alone with my grief; if someone had known and understood 
about the wonderful, special, terrible love we’d had for each 
other—a love so big it didn’t matter that we were miles apart 
in every way except loving each other so much. 

Dick’s mother was right about almost everything she said to 
me that day I told her about the baby. She was right about my 
father being a shiftless, drunken bum and my mother being a 
scrub woman and about me not having any decent background. 
I couldn’t deny that. A broken-down trailer without any plumb- 
ing even, with four kids besides our folks living in it, wasn’t 
exactly “background”—not the way she meant it. But she was 
wrong about me being a tramp and an opportunist. I wasn’t at 
all. I just loved Dick, and I was dumb enough to think she’d be 
glad to know about Dick’s baby. 

Of course even from the beginning I had understood her not 
approving of me. After all, the Winsteads were one of the most 
respected families in our neighborhood, and she was a widow. 
Naturally she would dote on her only son, wanting the best for 
him. I knew I wasn’t anywhere near good enough. 

I hadn’t been good enough for Arlene Brooks’ mother. Arlene 
was the only friend I'd ever had. It was during sixth grade that 
Arlene invited me to stay overnight at her house. 

Everything impressed me—the white tablecloth and the way 
Mrs. Brooks served the dinner; Arlene’s bedroom with clean 
white sheets and soft fluffy blankets—everything pretty and or- 
derly and spanking clean. All the time I was there I tried des- 
perately to keep them from suspecting I wasn’t used to those 
things, too, and by the time we went upstairs to bed, I didn’t 
think I’d made any awful mistake. 

It was up in Arlene’s bedroom, while we were getting ready 
for bed, that Arlene did what was to me a strange and beautiful 
thing that I never forgot, that was going to later be my stepp:..g 
stone into madness. I was already in bed when I saw her kneel 
before a picture of a beautiful, old-fashioned lady. She lighted 
two little candles, then she began praying. Feeling awed and 
reverent without understanding why, I asked her what she was 
doing. (Continued on Page 52) 
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Shirley Bassey, the sexy 
singer from Tiger Bay, tells 
own story of broken love. 
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OR NEARLY three hours last No- 

vember, a spurned suitor held Brit- 
ish Negro singer Shirley Bassey at 
gunpoint, pistol-whipping visitors to her 
room, threatening the singer, firing shots 
at police through a barricaded door, and 
shooting a telephone receiver to bits. 
For coffee-colored Shirley, the bizarre 
episode was the nightmarish beginning 





know the truth about my baby. Yes, I 
did have a child three years ago and 
I vowed then that I would never reveal 
my secret. But now I must tell the facts. 
I want you to print them.” 

The facts, as Helliwell printed them 
in Shirley’s own words: “I had one un- 
fortunate romance in my life and I have 
been paying the penalty ever since. It 


{ glamorous girl. a jealous suitor. a wild 


rumor and a hidden past—these were the explosive 





ingredients that made a shocking story 


of a set of circumstances that would later 
cause her to reveal a secret she had 
vowed to keep from the world—the 
secret of unwed motherhood. 

The drama was touched off by 20- 
year-old British salesman Terrence 
(Pepe) Davis. He and Shirley had met 
at a club in March of 1955, 
police after he surrendered, leaving the 


Davis told 


singer unharmed. “I became devoted to 
her and she reciprocated my feelings at 
that stage,” he explained. Later he was 
critically injured in an auto wreck, and 
Shirley came to his bedside, promising 
to marry him when he recovered. She 
also went to live for a while with his 
parents. But when Davis recovered they 
did not marry. Instead, they quarreled 
over her dating other men, and Shirley 
moved out of his parents’ home into a 
hotel suite. 

It was to the hotel, gun in hand, that 
Davis came last November. He was 
angry and jealous, spurred on by a stag- 
gering rumor. The rumor, as Davis later 
revealed in a written statement to police: 
“I have been told . . . that Shirley got 
rid of four babies by different fellows 
and I wanted to ask if that was true.” 

The story rocked London and vibrated 
throughout all of Great Britain. For 
Shirley Bassey, dubbed the sexy singer 
from Tiger Bay, is at 22 years of age 
the hottest night club singer in all of 
England. By the time the charges were 
aired in court, Shirley was playing an 
engagement in Australia, and she col- 
lapsed at the news of Davis’ statement. 
And when he was given a three-year jail 
sentence for his desperate act, Shirley 
came forth to make a tearful confes- 
sion. Said she to newspaper friend 
Arthur Helliwell: “I want the world to 


happened when I was seventeen and 
touring with a show called Memories of 
Jolson. 1 met a boy and we thought we 
were in love. A few months later | 
realized I was going to have a baby. The 


boy wanted me to get rid of it and, when 





I refused, he vanished and I have never 
seen or heard from him since.” 

Shirley worked as long as she could, 
saving money, then had her baby, Helli- 
well reported. She named her Sharon 
and worked in a factory as a waitress 
to earn a living. Finally, her present 
manager, Mike Sullivan, convinced her 
she should return to show business. Re- 
luctantly Shirley left daughter Sharon 
with a sister and went back to the stage. 
Said Shirley: “Sharon is three years old 
now and she calls me auntie Shirley. 
She must never know the real truth— 
that I am her mother.” Then she sobbed 
bitterly: “Why do they call me a bad 
girl? Why do they want to make me 
suffer for one little mistake | made when 
I was so young?” 

But the London press was having a 
field day with the story. And when 
Shirley said she had felt only friendship 
for Davis, a rebuttal came in print from 
Pepe himself, who claimed Shirley had 


Before the storm broke, Terrence (Pepe) Davis, Sharon and Shirley 
Bassey posed for photographs. At the time, Pepe was still in love with 


Shirley, and everyone thought Sharon was merely Shirley’s niece. 
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Shapely Shirley, slipping into her stoc k- 
ings, reveals the charms that have made 
her Great Britain’s hottest night club star. 


Smeared by rumor-mongers, 


singer Shirley Bassey decides 


to tell her own story—about 


the boys and the sexy songs 


pledged her undying love to him in 
letters scarlet with the kiss-shaped im- 
print of her lips. 

As fresh newspaper headlines swirled 
about her, Shirley sat down to tell her 
own story to the people, to try to de- 
scribe the kind of girl she really was, 
and why. Wrote she in a new article for 
The People: 

“Before I say anything more about 
my life I want to get this fact straight. 
There were never ‘four babies’ to ‘get 
rid of.’ That is an evil smear. The truth 
is, as | admitted . . . that I did have one 
baby—a little girl called Sharon. 

“Any mother knows the pain of being 
parted from her baby. I have known, 
and every day of my life still know, 
that agony. 

“T am a colored girl. I come from one 
of the world’s tough corners—Tiger Bay 
in Cardiff. But because I have fought 
my way up to the top as a singer, be- 
cause | sing songs about sex that shock 
a good many women, I am nevertheless 
still a human being. 

“Yes, I stand up in night clubs and 





Happy over new successes, Shirley hugs 
manager Mike Sullivan who had her return 
to show business after birth of daughter. 
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Planting kiss on Sharon, Shirley still pre- 
tends to be her daughter’s aunt, has pro- 
vided home, trust fund for her future. 


sing ‘Who’s going to help me burn my 
candle at both ends.’ Yes, I throw all 
['ve got into the job of singing my way 
to big money. But if a girl plays Lady 
Macbeth does it follow that she’s a mass 
murderess ? 

“ ,. With me it’s the old, old story. 
When you're famous the mud sticks. 
And those who hate me and the sort of 
world in which I make my money, turn 
round and whisper: ‘Of course it’s all 
true about that Bassey girl—four babies, 
and she got rid of them all.’ 

“They never look into their own 
narrow, smug little lives. They never 
pause to think that having an illegitimate 
baby is a pain and a shame for any girl 
—even if she does sing sexy songs for 
a living. 

“There’s no halo round my head. I 
have known the temptations of being 
human and all the heartache that goes 
with it. But at least when I have sinned 
I have sinned as an ordinary girl—not 
as a brassy little night club singer who 
doesn’t care a damn. 

“When I read the things that were 
said about me at Terry’s trial I sobbed 
for shame. It seemed that nobody could 
be as vile as the wicked, flaunting, two- 
timing little hussy they talked about. 

“Singing even songs like mine is a 
form of self-expression. Whatever some 
people may think, I am acting a part 
when those burning and, to me, beautiful 
thythms take possession of me. When | 





Singing sexy song about 
burning her candle at 
both ends. Shirley por- 
trays bad girls onstage. 





ha 








Strolling a London street, Shirley proudly pushed 
to admit to the world she was her daughter, who has been legally adopted by Shirley’s 








get out there under the lights and get 
wrapped up in that softly, fiercely se- 
ductible beat of music, something hap- 
pens to me. The words come out with 
a throb and a quiver. A feeling springs 
from deep down inside my body and 
makes everything glow and burn. I can’t 
help it. Marilyn Monroe can’t help walk- 
ing with a wiggle—I can’t help singing 
with one! 

“So unless you’ve ever felt like that 
about something that expresses you— 
dancing, poetry, music, painting—don’t 
sit back in judgment on me. Because 
that emotion is life to me. 

“But that’s my stage side. I don’t 
want anybody to imagine that I put 
songs into practice off-stage. 

“Now I'll be frank about something 
else—boys. Yes, I’ve always liked boys. 
And even when I was knobby-kneed and 
no shape at all, they liked me. They 
always hung round me like bees round 
a honey pot. And that’s a great tempta- 
tion. 

“Boys were never catty about me. 
Girls were. Boys never laughed or 
jeered at my hand-me-down clothes. 
They said nice things to me. They let 
me play cricket with them. That’s the 
way I like boys. 

“Now, for that fabulous love life I’m 
supposed to have had. I had my first 
proposal when I was fourteen. He was 
much older than I—twenty-one. We 
used to go for (Continued on Page 76) 
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sister. Says singer: “I don’t think I am as bad a girl as some people would have it appear.” 
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‘Picturama Contest U 
HERE’S WHAT YOU CAN WIN: 


¢ A Trip Around the World ¢ $3,000 Mink Coat 
¢ 1958 Cadillac or Imperial « A Trip to Paris 


You may win one of these 500 valuable prizes! The EBONY Picturama Contest 
is easy, it’s exciting, and men, women and children will all enjoy it. Pictures of 
Negro personalities from politics, religion, sports, show business and other fields 
will be used in this fun-packed contest. The picture will be cut apart and 
scrambled like the picture on the opposite page. All you have to do is put the 
picture together and tell us who it is. You may win one of the 500 valuable prizes. 


Now...enter EBONY’'S BIG Z 








Fill out the coupon! Mail today! Get your share! 
Have you been wishing for a new 1958 automobile? You 
may win one. Do you need a camera, typewriter, some 
luggage, a radio or television set? You may win one. 
But you must get started TODAY! You must fill out the 
coupon and mail it to the EBONY Prize Contest Depart- 
ment. That’s all you do. We mail you complete details 
and contest rules. Every member of the family may enter 
so you have more chances to win. Cut out more coupons 
from this issue of TAN and mail them in today. Be a 
big winner in EBONY’S Picturama Contest! 
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families. Anyone else in the world may enter. 
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Please rush me all the details 
on how | can win a big PRIZE in your 
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my baby, 
BUT NOT MY HUSBAND’S 


Throughout our marriage I had lived with the lie that litile 
Greg was Herman’s child. But now, in this dark hour of 


tragedy, maybe the truth would spare Herman his grief 


H’ [NALLY THEY WERE LEAVING, allthe friends and relatives who had come to offer their 
ondolences. I sat in the living room, my hands folded listlessly in my lap, staring at the 
site wall. Herman stood beside me, his hand on my shoulder. He knew what an ordeal 

|| had been for me and the pressure of his strong fingers seemed to signal that 
ouldn’t be long now. 
Herman’s sister, Sadie, was the last to leave. She stood looking down at me, her Bible 
igged against her thin chest. She had never liked me and I searched her eyes for some sign 
tempt or hatred. I was startled to find they were wet with tears. I had no idea she 
| little Greg; I thought she had despised him as much as she had me. 
[he Lord’s will be done, Winifred,” she said in her prim, old maid way. “In time of sor- 
put your trust in Him. Only He can heal and forgive sin.” 
tarted. Did she know? But surely she would have told Herman of her suspicions, | 
yself. No, I was sure my secret was still safe. Herman would hear it from my own lips, 
I’d planned. 
wed my head as Sadie lifted up her right hand and closed her eyes. “Lord, help these 
troubled souls,” she prayed. Give them the strength, Lord, to carry on. . . .” 
t last, she finished and then Herman and I were alone. “Can I get you something?” 
e asked quietly. I shook my head, not trusting myself to speak. When I did speak, it 
suld be to tell him everything. I wasn’t quite ready for that. He took out his cigarettes, held 
ut to me. I didn’t move and he started to take one himself, then tossed the pack 
table 
\ single rose | remember Herman picking off Greg’s tiny coffin lay on the table. Herman 
picked it up, then opened the Bible and placed it tenderly between the pages. 
‘he flowers were beautiful,” he said half aloud. 
throat tightened. For a moment, I thought I would break down. But I forced myself 
to give in to weakness. Time enough for tears of self-pity later. First, I must make 
onfession. I had to tell my husband about the lie I’d been living for four long years. . . . 
years earlier, | had been a fun-loving, party-going glamor girl. At least, that was the 
liked to think of myself. Actually, I was a frightened, lonely girl desperately looking 
neone to give me the love I craved. I was raised by my mother, who separated from my 
when I was just a little girl. 
mother gave me the best of everything and I grew up thinking of myself as someone 
! had lots of friends and was always the center of attraction whenever we got together. 
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But whenever I found a boy I thought I 
might get interested in, my mother would 
me not to get serious. She always 
found something wrong with the fellows 
I liked 

I’m only looking out for your best in- 
terests, Winifred,” she’d tell me. “I don’t 
int you to throw yourself away on 

e man who’s not worthy of you.” 
And though she’d long since stopped 
king about my father, I knew she had 
in mind at times like that. As a re- 
| found myself flitting from one 
ndship to another, never really giving 
yself a chance to fall in love. When I 
d fall, the man was someone Mother 
ild have approved without reserva- 


My mother died when I was twenty- 
so | was alone and twice as lonely 
when Al came along. His full name was 
\lfred Gregory Dunham, and he was the 
n of a big-shot doctor. Al didn’t have 
work, and spent his time having a 
good time and being charming to the 
girls who practically fell over one an- 
ther getting to him. 
| met him at the summer resort where 
e friends of Mother’s had invited me 
spend a few weeks before I started 
vork with a social agency. After we met, 
\l and I were together almost constantly, 





Could I expect Herman to understand—would any husband 


understand—that i had been another man’s woman before 


I met him, and the child he thought was his wasn’t his at all 


and although I told myself that my beau- 
ty and personality were the reason, | 
realize now that he must have been bored 
with his other girl friends. 

At any rate, we danced and swam to- 
gether, and went on outings into the 
country. It was great fun, and altogether 
innocent until the night we went for a 
moonlight swim on the deserted beach. 
We were lying on the blanket Al had 
brought along, looking up at the stars 
and dreamily talking. 

Suddenly, Al reached over and pulled 
me to him. He kissed me, and the shock 
of his mouth against mine filled me with 
sweet trembling. His kiss was tender and 
sweet and when he pulled his mouth 
away I went limp against his chest, my 
heart pulsing wildly. 

“Winnie——Winnie, I love you!” he 
whispered, his lips against my cheek. 

I closed my eyes and let the warm 
wind from the lake sweep over me. Al’s 
caress awakened a violent emotion that 





sent delicious waves of excitement racing 
through me. I snuggled closer to him 
and with a little cry, I pressed my lips 
against his. This time it was different. 
I'd never kissed a man that way before. 

His heartbeat against mine as his arms 
locked around me was a driving thing, 
and it was as if a wave from the lake 
had boiled up on the beach and engulfed 
us both. I plunged headlong into a rag. 
ing whirlpool of passion—and there was 
no turning back. 

After that night, I was sure that Al 
and I would be married. Not only be- 
cause | had given myself to him, but be- 
cause I was positive that he loved me. 
But the days passed and everything was 
still “for kicks.” He would always 
change the subject when I became seri- 
ous about us. 


Y THE END OF SUMMER, Al still 
hadn’t asked me to marry him, and 
as the time approached for me to return 
to the city, I became desperate. That 
desperateness turned to outright panic, 
however, when I discovered I was preg- 
nant. Only the thought that surely now 
Al would do the right thing kept me from 
going out of my mind with fear and 
shame. 

I'll never forget the look in Al’s eyes 
when I told him. “What are you trying 
to tell me?” he demanded. “That you 
don’t know how to take care of your- 
self?” 

“All I'm saying is that I’m going to 
have a baby—your baby, Al,” I said, a 
little hurt by his accusing tone. 

A crafty look came into his eyes. 
“How do I know?” he asked. 

My voice shook as I began, “Well, 
there are signs. Last night, for in- 
stance—” 

“I mean, how do I know I’m the 
guy?” he cut in. 

I stared at him. “That night on the 
beach, Al. Surely you remember.” 

“Sure, I remember. You were will- 
ing,” he said. “In fact, you were a push- 
over, baby, and for all I know it would 
be just as easy for any other guy.” 

I gasped and lashed out, laying my 
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palm across his face with all my strength. 
Al cursed and raised his hand, then 
stepped back, rubbing his face. “Maybe 
| deserve it,” he said grimly, “but don’t 
ever do that again. You're in trouble. 
Okay, I'll try to help you. My old man’s 
a doctor and he knows a guy who will 
take care of everything.” 

But the mere thought of what he was 
suggesting filled me with revulsion. | 
turned and ran away so that he couldn’t 
see my bitter tears. 

When I got back to the city, Herman 
was there. I guess he’d always been in 
the picture, unobtrusively hanging 
around the fringes of the crowd I ran 
around with. We got together, I guess, 
because I was so lonely. I wanted com- 
panionship, but not with another hand- 
some, charming man like Al. I just 
wanted peace and quiet and someone to 
keep me company. 

Herman filled the bill perfectly. - He 
was nice. Nothing special—he didn’t 
know how to sweep a girl off her feet 
and he wasn’t especially good looking— 
but he.was nice to be with. 

I would have been blind not to see that 
Herman was head over heels. I tried to 
tell him it was no use; that it wouldn’t 
work out and that I didn’t love him. 

He just looked at me with adoring 
eyes and said, “I know that, Winifred. 
I'm not even in your class. But I love 
you and | want to marry you.” 

And all the while, time was running 
out for me. Already, I was two months 
pregnant and almost out of my mind with 
worry. I didn’t know which way to turn 
—so I turned to Herman. Oh, I prom- 
ised myself that I would tell him every- 
thing. 

It wasn’t that I was afraid to have my 
baby alone, once I’d resigned myself to 
it. All I wanted was for the child to have 
aname—any name. At first, | made up 
my mind to tell Herman right after we 
were married. But things happened so 
fast that I never got the chance—or more 
truthfully, I couldn’t get up enough cour- 
age. 

I remember how it had been our first 
night together. Herman was so happy 
that I couldn’t help catching some of his 
excitement. At the same time, I was 
frightened. What would he do when I 
told him I was carrying another man’s 
child? I had it all worked out in my 
mind how I would tell him. 

I was trembling when I entered the 
bedroom. Herman mistook my nervous- 


ness for the traditional bridal night fears 
of an inexperienced bride. “Don’t be 
afraid,” he said gently. “If you’d rather 
wait, Winifred—” 

But the look in his eyes, the love and 
tenderness, told me he didn’t want to 
wait. And his willingness to deny him- 
self because of consideration for me 
touched my heart. “Oh, no, darling,” I 
said, going to him. “I want this night to 
be everything it should be! 

Herman clasped me in his arms and 


” 


his kiss made it easy for me. 


i] WAS ALMOST four months pregnant 

before I got up enough nerve to go to 
the doctor. Herman and I had been mar- 
ried only two months then. Dr. Brett 
had been a friend of mother’s, but he 
didn’t say anything about my advanced 
condition except to shake his head and 
mutter, “Young people—so impatient, 
can’t wait.” 

I hid my guilt and let him think that 
it was Herman’s baby. That night, Her- 
man’s sister, Sadie, had dinner with us. 
Herman was his usual affectionate self 
and it seemed to me that his sister re- 
I felt an 
urge to somehow put her in her place. 
I had planned to tell Herman privately 
about the baby and then confess the 
truth. But when I broke the news with 
Sadie there, I had no chance to explain. 

Herman was overjoyed and insisted 


sented his attentions to me. 


that I lie down and rest. Sadie left soon 
afterwards but something in her attitude 
made me think she guessed something 
was not quite right. If Herman thought 
anything peculiar about how big I be- 
came in the weeks following he said 
nothing about it. He was even more af- 
fectionate and loving. He brought me 
little gifts and even some for the baby 
who was on the way. At times like that 
I was so ashamed that I wanted to cry. 

I'll never forget the last thing Herman 
said to me the night he took me to the 
hospital. His words returned to haunt 
me in the dark, pain-filled hours ahead. 
It was just before I was wheeled down 
the long hall to the obstetrics room. My 
pains were coming closer together and 
the nurse kept telling me to bear down. 
I was sweating, nervous. But just before 
I left him, Herman bent down and placed 
his lips on my forehead. 

“I love you,” he said simply. 

When I regained consciousness, they 
told me I had a son. Thank God! I 
thought. At least he won’t have to go 


through this kind of suffering. 

Then Herman was beside my bed, 
smiling. “Hello,” he said. “You're look- 
ing mighty sweet.” 

“You—you've seen the baby?” I 
asked, afraid that he may have detected 
something that told him the baby wasn’t 
his. 

He nodded. “Just like his mother.” 

Herman left naming the baby up to . 
me. I don’t know what I’d have done if 
he had wanted it named after him. I 
couldn’t have done that to Herman—it 
was bad enough that he thought the child 
was his. He had already given Al’s baby 
his last name; to give him his first name 
too would have been too much. 

I suggested calling the baby Gregory, 
which was Al’s middle name. I don’t 
know why, except that perhaps I uncon- 
sciously wanted to cling to the memory 
of the man who had used me and then 
tossed me aside. At the same time, I kept 
watching little Greg for any resemblance 
to Al, praying that he would not be like 
his father. 

As Greg grew older, it became harder 
and harder for me to think of telling 
Herman. I told myself that it was be- 
cause I didn’t want to take the child 
away from him. He loved the baby so. 
Actually, I was being selfish. It was nice 
being married to Herman, and he worked 
hard to make a good home for Greg and 
me. I didn’t want to leave all that. So, 
although I kept telling myself that one 
day I would set things right by making 
a clean breast of it, that day was pushed 
so far into the distant future it might 
never come. 

Little Greg changed things for us. He 
actually helped bring Herman and me 
closer together. And my husband was 
crazy about the baby. He'd fix his 
formula, wash a batch of diapers, bathe 
him, anything for Greg. And when he 
held the baby on his lap, it was just like 
he was holding his own son. 

Greg even won over Sadie. “You're 
going to spoil that child,” she'd say, all 
the while doing her part to spoil him, too. 
I couldn’t think of myself without Her- 
man and the baby. We were a family. 


 preaees AFTER Greg’s first birth- 

day, Herman asked me how I felt 
about having another baby. 
stunned. It was something I hadn’t fig- 
ured on. Another child might be so 
different from Greg that my secret might 
be given away. (Continued on Page 74) 
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stage. 


I \N A LOS ANGELES apartment hotel 
last winter, a young sales clerk sat on 
the side of her studio bed, nibbling at 
her fingernails and gazing anxiously at 
her reflection in the mirror a few feet 
She was barely nineteen, and on 
her own for the first time. The night 
before, after weeks of dating a certain 
yung man, she had gone overboard and 
had her first affair. It was not as pro- 
miscuous as it seemed, she told herself. 
[heir casual meeting at the department 
store where she worked had led to ro- 
mance, then full-fledged love. They had 
even talked of marriage. And he would 
marry her now, wouldn’t he? 
Unfortunately, the chances were that 
he would not, for, as no lesser authority 
than rock ’n’ roll idol Elvis (The Pelvis) 
Presley himself has said: “What’s the 
sense in buying a cow when you can get 
milk through the fence?” Similarly, a 
mouse does not get to the cheese until he 
has stuck his head all the way into the 
trap. So it is with man and marriage, if 


iway 


his caresses. 


Will He Marry You ? 
HERE’S HOW TO TELL! 


the would-be bride is to trap him prop- 
erly. 

But just as man’s life-long problems 
have been food and shelter, a woman’s 
biggest concern, from about the tender 
age of thirteen on, is catching a man. 
And, after she has made her selection 
(often before the male of the species is 
even aware that he is under surveil- 
lance), her next chore is leading him to 
the altar. But how can a girl possibly 
know—before the minister passes the 
life-time sentence—that she has nabbed 
her man? What tells her that she has 
won her battle before she, like the tragic 
young sales clerk in the Los Angeles 
apartment house, bares her all? Her big 
question, as she races down the home- 
stretch, is: Will he marry me? 

It is enough to keep a woman awake 
nights. For men, although they are 
known to be physically weaker and men- 
tally inferior to women, are nevertheless 
a sneaky lot, and many a confident bride 
has been left waiting at the church. 
What, then, are the ‘signposts to guide 
the aspiring young girl along the path 
to a successful marriage? 

Fortunately, such signs do exist, and 
one of these is in the old adage: “Actions 
speak louder than words.” The man 
genuinely in love with a woman who has 
not yet consented to be his wife is 
johnny-on-the-spot with telephone calls 
at odd hours of the day or night, and 
requests for dates—not just the intimate 
club or candlelight-and-wine-at-my-place 
type, but any kind of date that allows 
him to be near this fascinating creature 
that is a woman apart from all others. 





You’ve agreed to his dates, laughed at his jokes, accepted 
Now the romance has reached its critical 


Will it be marriage, or will it end in a broken affair? 


He is persistent, not just about leading — 
you to the sofa, but in all his attentions, 
and he is a little bit jealous, for he wants 
your smile to reward no other man but 
him, your eyes to linger in no other eyes © 
but his own. 

If a man loves you, he spends his 
money on you, whether he is well-off 
or poor. And remember that it is not 
price tag that counts, but rather the 
thought. While the man with the golden 
billfold may buy you expensive jewelry 
or furs, the guy who drives a cab for a 
living may.bring you a bouquet of © 
violets, or a kewpie doll, or maybe a 
pint of your favorite ice cream; he loves 
you, and he likes the way your eyes light 
up when he gives you presents. 

Furthermore, the manners of a man 
in love would warm the heart of Amy 
Vanderbilt. He takes your arm when 
you cross the street, helps you into an 
automobile, lights your cigarette. How 
on earth did his mother raise such a 
mannerable boy? She didn’t. He wasn’t 
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A girl’s anxious lament: Put — 
that ring on my finger, put that — 
piece of paper in my hand, 
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T HE BROWN PAPER lining of the dresser drawer where I kept my shirts lay empty before 
me, and I had to bite my lip to keep from cutting loose with a dirty word. I turned around 
and walked back into the kitchen where Norma Jean was banging pots and pans. 
“You got a shirt ready for me?” I demanded gruffly. 
She turned that baby face of hers around to me, and her black eyes grew wide. “Are— 
aren’t there any in your drawer?” she asked. 
“My God, Norma Jean, how many times do I have to tell you that I’ve got to have a clean 
shirt every night?” 
“I’m sorry, Jerry,” she said. “I'll fix one right quick.” And she scampered past me 
and ran to the dirty clothes hamper. 
I stood looking at the mess she had left behind and I swore softly. Blackened pans 
covered the stove, the sink was piled high with dirty dishes, and the table was littered 
with spilled flour and sugar and opened food boxes and cans. On the floor in front 
of the refrigerator was a tiny puddle of spilled milk. 
What a mess! Just once, I thought, Just once | should go up side 
that chick’s head. Yeah, and a fat lot of good that 











“Pm married,” I told her bluntly. 
And the look in her eyes said that it 
didn’t make her a bit of difference. 
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would do. Norma Jean would just bawl 
»r run home to mama and nothing would 
be solved. 

[ walked to the bathroom where she 
was furiously scrubbing my shirt in the 
wash basin. A couple of pairs of her 
tockings hung from the shower curtain 
rod, and some of her underwear was 
lraped over a towel rack. 

Norma Jean,” I said, trying to sound 
patient, “can’t you try to straighten up 
the place just a little bit? I mean, just 

ecause we live in a housing project in- 
tead of a fine mansion is no reason to 
t it look like a pig sty.” 

Oh, Jerry,” she whimpered, “there 
ist always seems to be so much to do, 
ind I haven’t felt so good lately and, oh, 


t just seems to all get away from me.” 
| looked at her standing there looking 
pitiful and her stomach all stuck out and 





and pretty soon I got to feeling I wanted 
to take her home to my little one-room- 
and-bath apartment. And one night I 
did, only she was so sweet and innocent 
about it all that the next day I took her 
down to the license bureau. And so we 
were married. 

Well, that was a year ago. The first 
few months were kind of swinging. I 
mean, going everywhere together and 
doing what we felt like when we felt like 
it—breakfast in bed, bicycle rides in the 
park, picnics on the beach and all that 
jazz. 

And then there were the nights, after 
we had gotten something to eat and a 
drink and were in bed. Norma Jean 
didn’t know much about making love 
like that, but nobody was ever a more 
willing pupil. She thought it was just 
about the greatest invention ever, and 


I had no excuses for my unfaithfulness, like 


most men have. 


My wife didn’t drive me to it. 


I was just a thirsty horse that didn’t even have to 


be led to water. I found it all by myself 


[ was a little sorry for the way I had 

talked to her. It was just that Norma 

Jean couldn’t seem to manage being a 

housewife, and now that she was going 
be a mother, too, well— 

Maybe it was my fault for marrying 
er in the first place; she was so young 
ind all. I had just returned from do- 
ing my time in service and starting to 
play a few gigs around town with Herb 
She 
was young and gay and used to come 
nto the Comedy Club all the time where 

were playing. I would be up there 
on the stand, blowing my sax into outer 
space, and she would be sitting on a bar 
stool, bobbing her pretty little head and 
clapping her hands. 

| think I first noticed her because she 
was so cute and looked too young to be 
n the place. I walked right up to her 


\llen’s little combo when we met. 


ind told her so one night, and then I 
learned that she was twenty-one, even 
though she 


unger. 


looked about four years 


And I don’t really drink anything,” 
she said, giving me a pretty little wink, 
that turned my blood to sugar. “I just 

rder these Cokes all fancied up with 
lemon slices and cherries in them.” 
| saw a lot of Norma Jean after that, 


0 





sometimes the way she squealed and car- 
ried on made me wonder if the landlady 
wasn’t going to come knocking on the 
door any minute. 

We were carefree then, and didn’t 
know the meaning of responsibility. Only 
I was slowly beginning to realize that 
two couldn’t really live as cheap as one 
and that Norma Jean really needed that 
job of hers at the telephone company or 
else there would be a shortage of money 
and all of a sudden she was pregnant and 
too ill to work and boom!—-We were 
suffering from the shorts. 

By that time we had moved into the 
project and Norma Jean was trying to 
get the hang of taking care of meals and 
laundry and housecleaning and shopping 
and, well—she managed to make a mess 
of most of it. 

I happened to have been reared in a 
family where the women were pretty 
much efficiency experts at running a 
house, so I found the sloppy way Norma 
Jean did things was getting on my 
nerves. 

“For crying out loud, can’t you get a 
little thing like frying bacon right with- 
out burning it to a crisp?” I demanded 
one morning at breakfast. 

“I’m sorry, Jerry,” she said, with 
















those eyes wide, “but I went to get the 
toast and the water for the coffee was 
boiling over and everything was happen. 
ing at once.” 

“Can’t you manage anything?” | 
asked. “Even the budget was all fouled 
up this week and I can’t just grab money 
out of thin air, you know.” I knew | 
sounded pretty mean, but I felt maybe 
Norma Jean needed scaring. 

“Jerry, maybe with the baby coming 
and all—well, maybe we could go to one 
of those classes where they teach hus. 
bands and wives about home manage. 
ment and getting along together and 
helping each other and things like that, 
Maybe it would do us a lot of good.” 

Well, that was just about the damned. 
est fool idea I ever heard. “Look, we 
don’t need doing a lot of good,” I told 


her. “You’re the one who’s supposed to 
take care of the house. You’ve got your 


career and I’ve got mine.” 

We had a lot of arguments like that 
later on. Every time Norma Jean would 
goof—which was pretty often—I would 
bawl her out and she’d start on that go- 
ing to school or seeing a marriage coun- 
selor routine. 

Now, as I stood looking at her trying 
to get my shirt ready, I was fed up with 
the whole bit. “It’s a good thing I started 
getting dressed to go down to the club 
early tonight,” I said, “or else I would 
have been late on account of my shirt.” 


COUPLE of hours later I was in the 
club, playing my horn and thinking 
what a sap I was to get mixed up with a 
young, inexperienced chick like Norma 
Jean. If I had played it smart, I would 
still be single like a lot of the other guys 
and making it with some real cool broad 
like the one sitting with the middle-aged 
man in the corner. Now there was a 
broad. She didn’t have any housewifey 
look about her. She looked like she 
knew what she was doing and did it well, 
whatever it was. Yeah, she was some 
broad, with the kind of face and figure 
that meant she wouldn’t have to work a 
day in her life as long as there was a 
man left on earth to support her. Some 
broad. She caught me staring at her 
then, and I had to look away. But when 
I looked back, she was still watching ine. 
Pretty soon, the old geezer she was 
with got up and left, and a little while 
later, when I was moving around through 
the crowd and being friendly, I noticed 
that she was still there and the guy hadn't 
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come back, so I went over and said hello. 
just being friendly. 

“You seem to dig our sound,” | said. 

“Crazy,” she said, and coming from a 
slick-looking chick like her, the word 
sounded kind of odd. 

“It looks like you’re fresh out of com- 
panions,” I said, glancing around to see 
where the old guy was. “Can I send you 
a drink over.” 

“That’s the way it is with you men,” 
she said. “You take a girl out and then 
you drop her when a chance to make 
money comes up. 

“Oh,” I said, not sure what she meant. 

“That fellow I was with,” she ex- 
plained, “he’s a doctor. He left because 
he has some late calls to make, so I’m 
stranded high and dry.” 

“You mean he wouldn’t even take you 
home?” I asked. 

“He offered to,” “but I 
wanted to stay a while and listen to the 


she said, 


music. Anyway, there’s nothing at 
home.” 

Her eyes dropped just for a minute. 
and she had kind of a bitter, sad look on 
her face. So I sat down and started talk- 
ing to her. I talked until it was time for 
me to go back on, then I sent for her a 
drink and told her I’d be back. 

All while we were playing the next 
set, | kept looking at her and thinking 
about some of the things she had told 
me. Her name was Angela Castle and 
she was a divorcee. Just one of those 
things, she said. She fell for the first 
guy to come along and flash a glory roll 
and lots of pretties under her eyes, then 
she found out he was a dog. He gave her 
a pretty rough time before she could 
shake him, she said. 

I didn’t waste any time getting back 
over to her table after that last set. 
“Well, that’s it for tonight,” I told her. 
“Look, why don’t I take you home? My 
car is right outside. 
friend object?” 

“He can’t object,” Angela said, look- 


Or would your 


ing straight at me, “he’s married.” 

“I’m married, too,” I told her, and the 
look in her eyes said that it didn’t make 
her a bit of difference.” 


HE LIVED way across town, and as 

we rode over she didn’t sit way over 
in the corner like a lot of girls do, but 
instead she sat just close enqugh to keep 
itinteresting. I kept thinking how differ- 
ent she was from Norma Jean. I mean, 
Angela had sophistication, class. She 








wasn't all disorganized and everything. 
I'd have bet her whole life was as or- 
derly as an Army barracks. Yeah, she 
was some broad. 

When we got to her place, she said: 
“Come on up, I'll fix you a drink.” 

Well, that was a little more than I had 
bargained for. It was pretty late and I 
usually didn’t goof around too long after 
a gig. Especially now, with Norma Jean 
having only about four weeks to go. 

Angela must have sensed my hesita- 
because she reached and 


tion, over 


touched my arm, leaning just close 


enough for me to get a good whiff of 
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that inviting perfume she was wearing. 
That settled the argument. 

Inside, her place was just as I had 
imagined: spotless, everything in place, 
everything bright. Angela had a good 
supply of liquor on hand, so I got busy 
mixing drinks while she put away our 
coats. 

I only meant to stay for one, and | 
kept thinking that I really ought to get 
home to Norma Jean. But then I would 


think about what home looked like and 
then look around Angela’s place and 
then look at Angela and well, why fight 
the feeling ? 

We sat and drank for about an hour 
with her telling me more about her ex- 
husband and how tough things had been 
living with him and how bitter she was 
now. 

“I think I hate all men, really,” she - 
said, then quickly looking up at me she 
added: “But I don’t hate you, Jerry.” 

Her face was close to mine then, and 
she sort of half closed her eyes and | 


knew if it was ever time to kiss a girl, 


that time was now. So I kissed her, kind 
of gentle, then a little harder, and then 


we were kissing like it was a matter of 
life and death. I realized for the first 
time then how long it had been since 
I had made love to any woman other 
than Norma Jean. As I caressed Angela, 
feeling her soft flesh yield to my touch, 
I felt a longing rising within me. And 
as I listened to Angela’s breathing, grow- 
ing louder and (Continued on Page 72) 
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I Played At... 


MARRIAGE 


I had never intended to marry, but if Wayne 
wanted me, then I would marry him because I loved him. 
But it would be on my own terms. I wasn’t going 
to be anybody’s meek-mouthed, mousey little housewife 


W HEN I WAS A GIRL, playing house with my dolls, everything was perfect. My 

house was spotlessly clean, my doll babies were adorable angels, never crying or 
messing things up, and my dream husband was kind, patient and understanding. But 
life isn’t like that. 

Maybe that’s what my mother tried to tell me in a round-about way whenever com- 
pany would come to the house and remark what a wonderful wife and mother I’d grow 
up to be. “Just look at the way Caroline plays house,” | remember my aunt Rhoda 
saying once. “I tell you, Carrie, that girl is going to make some lucky man a wonder- 
ful wife!” 

Mother smiled the slow smile she had and said, “I sure hope so, Rhoda. But she'll 
have to get over those high-falutin’ ideas of hers. It’s more than a notion taking care 
of a real house, and real babies need a lot of taking care of, and a man who could 
live up to that child’s ideal hasn’t been born yet!” 

Mothers have a funny habit of being right most of the time, but I was positive Mom 
was wrong about finding a man. Wayne Harris was everything I’d ever dreamed my 
husband would be. He was tall, good looking, and intelligent. He was intelligent 
enough to understand the way I wanted our marriage to be. 

I met him at the home of a society matron who had hired me to decorate her new 
home in the suburbs. She insisted that I come to her house-warming party and that 
night she proudly introduced me to all her friends and told them that they should 
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hire me whenever they needed a good 

decorator. 
Maybe it was a hangover from my 
hildhood when I loved so much to play 
house, but I got a great deal of satisfac- 
tion in planning and designing, then 
carrying out a job down to the last detail. 
[ suppose that was one reason that I had 
eached the age of twenty-five without 
urrying. I was too wrapped up in my 
»rk. I knew that if ever I did meet the 
eht man, he would be understanding 
ough to agree that I would not give up 

y career. 
Wayne Harris seemed to be the right 
nan. | say “seemed to be” because now, 
[ gloomily munched a peanut butter- 
-jelly sandwich, I was quite sure he 
n’t. I forced down the sandwich. 
Might as well eat it, and drink my milk, 
If I meant to go back to work again, 
uldn’t afford to let myself get run- 
I'd been skipping lunches too 

ften these last few months. 

The only way to do a thing was to do 


aown. 






And we had been wrong from the start. 
That was plain now, although only a 
year and a half ago we had started out 
so much in love. Maybe that was it— 
we were too much in love. 

I pushed away my milk and the rest of 
my sandwich. I thought back to the night 
I first saw Wayne, standing head and 
shoulders above everyone else at the 
party. I was secretly thrilled when Mrs. 
Carter, the hostess, brought him over to 
me and said, “Caroline, here’s someone 
who’s just dying to meet you—Wayne 
Harris. Wayne, this is Caroline Webb.” 

His deep-set eyes smiled down at me 
and he said in a booming voice. “I’ve 
been admiring your work, Miss Webb. 
Maybe someday you will execute some 
ideas I have for a cozy apartment.” 

“Fine,” I said. “I'll be glad to get to- 
gether with you and your wife any time.” 

“Oh, Wayne’s not married,” Mrs. Car- 
ter said. 

“T see. Then it’s a bachelor apartment 
you want decorated.” 


I didn’t realize, until after I discovered 





that I was going to have a baby, that this was 






what Wayne had wanted all the time. 





He wanted to tie me down, and a baby 





tould be the perfect way to do it 


it, I told myself sternly. If it were a ques- 
tion of eating a lunch you didn’t want, 
ou just sat down and ate it. And if it 
ere a question of telling your husband 
were through trying to live the way 
he wanted—well, you just faced your de- 
mn, made it, and told him. 
| couldn’t go on like this any longer. 
lalf alive, half dead. Hating myself, 
ting my husband, hating everyone. 
Crossing the street every time I saw a 
aby carriage on my side. Hating the 
nen who placidly pushed baby car- 
ses. Knowing I'd been a fool from the 
and afraid to pick up and start 


Well, tonight I'd tell Wayne what I 
was going to do. Not ask him—tell him. 


hing he could say would make any 

difference now. He was wrong, that was 

He’d have to take it and like it. And 

e couldn’t take it—well, was that the 

st thing that could possibly happen 

If we'd been wrong about each 

r from the start, shouldn’t we admit 

nd start over while we were still 
ing enough? 






There was a humorous twinkle in his 
eyes as he said, “No, what I had in mind 
was our apartment.” 

I stared at him. “Ours?” I glanced 
at Mrs. Carter. She was beaming. “I 
forgot to tell you, Caroline, but Wayne 
asked me to introduce him to his ‘future 
wife.’ ” 

“You see, I saw you when you first 
came in,” Wayne explained, “and I said 
to myself, ‘Wayne, old boy, there’s the 
girl for you!’ ” 

“I told him that you were a confirmed 
bachelor girl, interested only in your 
career,” Mrs. Carter said, “but Wayne 
is such a determined fellow.” 

Unwilling to show I was flattered, I 
said indignantly, “Well, I hope you en- 
joyed your little joke, Mr. Harris. Any 
time you want to talk to me seriously 
about my work, I’m listed in the phone 
book.” 

I turned and walked away. But I must 
confess that I had a feeling that was not 
the last I would see of Wayne Harris. 
The next day he phoned for a date. I 


went out with him that weekend and soon 





was seeing him regularly. It wasn’t long 
before he asked me to marry him. 

“I love you Wayne, and I want to 
marry you, too,” I told him. “But, dar- 
ling, there’s a solemn promise I want you 
to make me first.” 

“There are some pretty solemn prom- 
ises in the marriage service, Caroline,” 
he said, in that slow, deep voice that 
made me shiver. “I was figuring on mak- 
ing all of them to you.” 

I kissed him for that, and then kissed 
him again because I liked to. Then I 
said, “I mean, darling, you'll have to let 
me go on with my work. No, I know 
what you're going to say. You can sup- 
port me and you want to. That isn’t the 
point, darling. 

“The point is, I’m a pretty good in- 
terior decorator and I’ve put a lot of my 
time and work into it—a lot of myself. 
Wayne, I’ve begun to make a reputation 
for myself, in a small way. I’m not going 
to throw all that aside, darling. It 
wouldn’t be me if I did, don’t you see? 
And it’s me you’ve fallen in love with, 
isn’t it?” 

He grinned at that. “I wouldn’t want 
you any different, Caroline. It’s just that 
—well 2 

“Oh, I know, you silly darling! Mas- 
culine pride and all that. I love you for 
it, sweet. But if I quit work, I’d be just 
another mousey little housewife and 





you’d wonder why you ever married me. 
My work is part of me, don’t you see?” 

“If it is, I won’t ask you to drop it, 
darling. Maybe you'll feel differently 
yourself, later. I’ve a hunch you vill. 
But you can go on working.” 
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It was as easy as that. He might be 
twice my size and strong as an ox, but I 
could still twine my darling around my 
little finger! I’d expected more argu- 
ment, because, curiously enough, he was 
“3 —just once in a while—as stubborn as a 
mule, and this might have been one of 
those times. But I’d have won him over 
fo my way, anyway. 
' YVdhad to. Because I couldn’t bear the 
“thought of giving up my work, my tal- 
ents, my beginning success—giving up 
everything that was me, and sinking my- 
self into the role of just a housewife. 














Wt SPENT our honeymoon in the 
: country cottage of the Carters, 
‘who'd placed it at our disposal for a 
whole week. 

I tried now to recapture a little of the 
fresh, shining delight of those seven won- 
derful days and nights. It had been like 
t to an inpouring of new life, so that every- 







des. thing about me took on a beauty I’d 
you never seen before. The colors of the sky, 

of the fields surrounding the cabin, of 
ae. the cornflowers—all seemed more vivid 
1,” than I’d ever remembered them. The air 


that was sweeter to breathe, the food more de- 
ab. licious. 

My whole body seemed to become ex- 
oad quisitely sensitive, so that the touch of 
tf his fingers anywhere made me tremble 


let as to an electric shock. My mind seemed 
ow suddenly attuned perfectly to his, so that 
up- I sensed his least desire, as he did mine. 


the Over and over I said to myself, in de- 
light, “So this is what it is to be in love!” 


in- I couldn’t recapture it now, on this 
my afternoon eighteen months later. I could 
lf. only shake my head sadly and bitterly. 


on Love? Perhaps. Or else just the snare 
ng that nature catches us all in, intoxicating 
It us until it’s too late to struggle. Well, 
e? I'd sobered in time. I could still struggle 
h, —and escape! 

Everything had seemed to go well for 
a“ atime. Wayne had tried his best to do 


” his share, I had to admit. He’d put on 
the coffee as soon as he got up, then I'd 
. finish getting breakfast while he shaved. 
There was never time to wash up the 


* dishes, of course; they waited until we 

d got home at night. We kissed goodbye 

A at the door and hurried off to our sep- 
arate jobs. 

t The people I worked with teased me 

y about my continuing to work, but I 


didn’t mind. None of them understood 
at all. They said things like, “Saves you 











from having to ask him for the price of 
a new hat, eh, Caroline?” Or, “That's 
smart, Caroline—gives the two of you 
twice as much to live on.” 

One said, “That’s right, play it smart, 
honey. If things don’t work out between 
you, you'll never have to depend on ali- 
mony.” 

They didn’t understand. 
greedy. Wayne made enough to satisfy 
all my wants. And we never argued about 
money. I wasn’t “playing it smart,” 
either. Couldn’t any of them understand 
that I just wanted to go on being myself? 
That I couldn’t stand the idea of being 
nothing but a mate to a man, however 
wonderful that man might be? 

As long as I was “Caroline Webb, In- 
terior Decorator,” as well as “Mrs. 
Wayne Harris,” I felt that I was a person 
in my own right, an individual with a 
personality that belonged to me—not 
just half of “Mr. and Mrs. Harris.” 

Cathie Wilson was exactly what I didn’t 
want to become. The Wilsons lived in 
the apartment next door, and played 
bridge with us. Ed Wilson’s work was 
in the same line as Wayne’s and Cathie 
was just my age. She'd been a social 
worker before her marriage. When I 
knew her well, I asked her if she didn’t 
miss her work. I’d gathered she’d held a 
pretty responsible position at the agency 
where she worked. 

She laughed at me. “Not even a little 
bit, Caroline! I’m perfectly happy as I 
am. What with the apartment to keep in 
order and the baby to take care of and 
Ed to feed—well, I’m busy enough!” 

“But don’t you miss the—well, the sat- 
isfaction your work used to give you, 
Cathie?” 

She considered that. “Why, no. Being 
Ed’s wife and little Cathie’s mother 
seems to give me the same kind of satis- 


I wasn’t 


faction, you know what I mean?” 

I didn’t, and suspected she didn’t, 
either. An intelligent, talented girl trans- 
formed by marriage into a contented 
cow, that’s what it amounted to. She'd 
merged her own personality so utterly 
with Ed’s that she couldn’t call her soul 
her own! 

So we struggled on. It wasn’t easy, I 
had to admit, but Wayne never com- 
plained. Sometimes I was late getting 
home, and then felt too weary to get 
dinner at all, but dinner had to be pre- 
pared. And the breakfast dishes washed 
first! If Wayne got home first, he 








washed them—and I was guilty of delay- 
ing on purpose sometimes, just because 
I hated to face that stack of soiled dishes 
in the sink. 

The apartment had to be cleaned. 
Wayne helped, but—well he wasn’t cut 
out for housework. It was easier, some- 
times, to take the carpet sweeper or the 
mop out of his hands, tell him to go read 


his paper, and finish the job myself. - 


Only, whenever I did that, his face fell 
and I knew he felt guilty. If I needed a 
shelf put up or a closet door rehung, 
Wayne could do it expertly, but he 
couldn’t sweep or dust or wash, no mat- 
ter how he tried. More than once I got 
up early in the morning and did his 
share of the work over again, so that he 
wouldn’t know. 

Maybe our tempers did grow short 
once in a while. Maybe, after working 
hard all day and then working hard all 
evening because the Wilsons were com- 
ing over to dinner the next night, we did 
snap at each other. That was no argu- 
ment! 

Maybe we did get over tired, and may- 
be we didn’t get enough recreation. It 
was hard to manage an evening out, hard 
to enjoy it when we knew there were the 
dinner dishes waiting for us when we 
got home. What of it? Other couples 
managed. It wasn’t fair of Wayne to 
throw all that up to me, later! 

Most of the arguments we had, if you 
could call them that, I started, to be 
truthful. If I happened to sigh, just be- 
cause I was tired, he’d frown and look 
at me as if I were a wilful patient and 
he my doctor. I’d know what he was 
thinking and it never failed to infuriate 
me. 

“All right,” I'd snap, “It’s my own 
fault if I’m tired! I know it! I don’t 
have to work if I don’t want to. I can 
quit my job if I want to tomorrow! 
You'd like that, wouldn’t you?” 

He answered seriously, “Yes, I would, 
Caroline. But I’m not telling you to.” 

“No, you're waiting for the chance to 
say, ‘I told you so’, aren’t you?” 

And then, instead of fighting with me, 
which might have let me blow off and 
relieve my feelings, he’d grin and come 
over and take the mop out of my hands 
and put his arms around me. 

“IT hate people who say ‘I told you 
so’, honey,” he’d say. “Do you know 
you're pretty when you’re mad?” 

“Oh, stop (Continued on Page 62) 
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GRAY 


DULL or FADED 


HAIR 
Stay DYED 


FOREVER! 





where dyed the famous LADY LENNOX 
way! Only new hair growing out needs 
touching up at scalp line. Don’t let gray or 
dingy hair hold you back in work, or so- 
cially, when any man or woman may look 
years younger and more attractive with 
proven Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. 


OVER 7,000,000 PACKAGES USED! 


Just brush Lady Lennox through hair. Will 
not rub, wash or wear off. Doesn't cause 
brittleness — no dull, artificial look. — 
back guarantee. None better! World’s Larg- 
est Selier at Pert ton lus tax. At all drug 

ounters, or TWO bottles sent postpaid for 
1 00 plus 10c tax (or C.O.D. for total of 


wee e Jet Black « Dark Brown 


Lider CB 


LADY LENNOX CO., Dept.CT 
Box 2027, Memphis, Tenn. 


Rush me a DOUBLE BOTTLE Treatment 
of famous Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. 
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City State 





Shade Desired 


~] | enclose 1.10 Send C.0.D. for 
Send postpaid total of 1.55 
fereeeeeerererenneerenrenes SRG 1957, L.L. Co. 


WANT ro PLAY PIANO? 


* This proven successful 
short-cut method teaches 















Chord Selector. Send for 
Free sample Lesson, Chord 
Selector, Note Selector, 
“play-at-once” 
Songs. Enclose 10¢ for 


Dept. P-611, New York 36. 





MAKE HIM 
WANT YOU, 


Try a few drops of FLAMING DE. 
SIRE... a little behind your ears... 
a little in your hair...a wee bit 
more in some secret place... it will 
give you that wonderful feeling all 
over. This powerful perfume can 
give you that extra push with a man 
that will make him feel differently 
about you. You will never want to 
be without it. Quantities are limited so order FLAMING 
DESIRE now! When postman delivers, deposit only $2 plus 
postage (3 for $5). If not delighted return and I'll send 
C ney right back. VANITY PRODUCTS, Dept. 103-P 


177 McLEAN AVE., YONKERS 5, N. Y. 






‘WOMEN! GIRLS!) | 
Be “‘Gentle’’! 


x harsh irritating soaps on the most in- 
yarts of your body! Leading doctors say that 





everyday soaps are drying to delicate 
tissues and wash away nature’s protective 
© necessary to marital satisfaction. 
tle,” a new liquid soap prescribed by doc- 
external feminine cleanliness. ‘‘Gentle’’ 


y and especially during those difficult days 
e you clean, refreshed and dainty at all 
r your money back. Send $1.00 today for a 
upply to 





Tarrytown, New York 











FEMME PRODUCTS, Dept. T, Box ice 








|‘ DETROIT, when police asked Miss Lovely Flowers to describe the man who 
snatched her purse containing a $92 pension check, she replied: “He was a 


young man.” Persisted police: “How young?” Answered the 90-year-old Miss 


Flowers: “Oh, about 60.” 


* * e 


In Buffalo, N. Y., 100-pound Kid Massey, 52, was found guilty of third degree 
assault on his wife despite his claim that, weighing 165 pounds, she was so much 
bigger than he that he was afraid of her. 


* * % 


In Lexington, Ky., Jacob Klar helped his 54-year-old wife, Ora, win a $1,000 
dog bite damage suit by declaring in court: “My wife is normally an affectionate 
woman. Now she barks at me and pushes me away when I try to kiss her.” 


* * * 


In Indianapolis, 17-year-old Jeff Brooks Jr. was seized by authorities after he 
walked into the Indiana National Bank, identified himself as a Hollywood movie 
star, and demanded $63,000,000 which he insisted his studio had sent there as his 
year’s salary. 


* * * 


In Montpelier, Vt., 105-year-old Mrs. Ella Ann Divoll explained her long life. 
Said she: “I guess I’m not bad enough to go to the devil or quite good enough for 
the Lord to want me yet.” 


*e * * 


In New York, an 11-year veteran of the relief rolls, Joseph L. Robinson, 36, took 
his wife and seven children to a local welfare office to protest a threatened $16 cut 
in his $80 semi-monthly relief check, was later jailed for fraud after an investigation 
showed he: 1) failed to report a $2,900 lawsuit settlement he received; 2) earned 
$1,676 in the last two years from a brewery job; 3) bought a $500 TV set against 
welfare regulations, and 4) drove his family to the welfare office in a two-toned 


Cadillac. 


* * * 


In Calhoun, Ky., jail prisoner Jack Johnson dug through a brick wall and dropped 
16 feet to freedom, only to turn up at the front door shortly after to get back in. 
Reason: he broke his big toe in the 16-foot drop. 


* * * 


In Baltimore, Md., Elwillie Dun refused to take his wife, Minnie, to a movie, 
making her so angry she stabbed him with a butcher knife. The movie: And God 
Created Woman. 


* a * 


In Chicago, as the city began a drive against slums, one landlord complained: 
“Last month | rented a small two-flat to a couple. Today, I discovered six living 
there. And they’re using the bathtub for a barbecue pit.” 
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es ARE the most precious things in the world, and 
everyone loves them. But the responsibility of care rests, 
in most cases, on the parents. The best gift you can give your 
baby is a happy family, for a baby needs to know that he is 
wanted and he can tell by the loving way you talk to, feed and 
bathe him. The sound of his parents’ voices, no matter how 
small, seem to be heard at all times, and if the voices are kind 
and loving, it will help baby to become a friendly, self-reliant 
child. 
One of the most important factors for a happy, healthy 
baby is parents who love him and love each other. Instead 
of doing everything for your baby according to what others 





To Keep Your Baby Happy! 
















say, just remember there are a great many good ways to do 
most things for babies. Rearing a healthy, good-natured baby 
is not a complicated job when you follow the advice of your 
doctor and use your common sense. Bring the baby up as 
your own, for every baby is different, but the art of showing 
love and making a child feel secure is the same. Whether it 
is a first baby or the second, the need for family love is im- 
portant for everybody concerned. Build the home with a firm 
foundation, and a simple, sound psychology if you want a 
cheerful, peaceful family. With this type of home life, your 
days will be happy and each tomorrow will be something to 
look forward to. 
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ITTLE THINGS often count most with small folks. They are ever so de. 
lighted when the everyday routine is done just a bit differently. Watch 


the toddler respond to a simple change like eating luncheon with mother in a 
al new spot. Here is a real adventure for the toddler, and surprising relaxation 
for mother. Planning for nutrition, she wisely takes advantage of the variety 
of convenient junior foods, knowing that many foods are needed to build a 


strong body. Little Stephen (below) has a definite choice of food, and to prove 
it, points to his favorite dish. 


Fruited Gelatin 


Prepare fruit-flavored 
gelatin. Set aside to cool. 
When mixture begins to 
thicken, fold in % cup 
of any strained or junior 
fruit. Stir, then pour into 
oiled molds. Unmo!d and 
serve plain or with cus- 
tard made with vanilla 
custard pudding and top 
milk, or use’ baby’s own 
strained orange pudding 
thinned with 1 to 2 tbsp. 
orange juice. 





Vegetable Timbales 


Combine 2 cups junior 
mixed vegetables, 1 jar 
egg yolks and ham, % 
cup bread crumbs, | tsp. 
salt, and Y% cup grated 
cheddar cheese. Set aside 
2 portions. Add Yo tsp. 
minced onion, 1 tsp. 
Worcestershire sauce. 
Spoon into separate cus- 
tard cups. Set in pan of 
water. Bake in 350°F., 
oven 35-40 minutes. 
Serve adult portion with 
tomato sauce. 


Junior Meat Pie 


Butter a small individual 
casserole. Place %4 cup 
mashed potatoes in bot- 
tom. Top with 1 jar jun- 
ior beef, veal, pork or 
liver and bacon. Spoon 
14 cup mashed potatoes = eeemrin : 

in mounds around the Tete-a-Tete Sandwiches for Mother and Baby 
edge of the casserole 


leeving « titele of the Divide container of junior pork in half. To one portion add | tsp 


meat showing in the cen- mayonnaise, Y tsp. horseradish, few drops lemon juice; spread 

ter. Bake ina moderate.  etween 2 slices bread. Beat 1 egg; add 1 tbsp. prepared mustard, 

ly hot oven until the top %4 cup milk, \4 tsp. sugar, few grains pepper. Dip sandwich in egg 

is lightly browned. mixture, brown both sides in butter. Toast butter 2 slices bread. 
spread with plain junior pork for baby. 
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Baby’s first diet is milk, which is later sup- 
plemented by a pre-cooked cereal added to 
the formula. Strained foods come later. 












Am LEARNS by imitating, and that applies to eating procedures. Would 

you believe that one small rascal could make such a litter! Yet, here is that 
lively little dear, spoon in fist, shovelling goodies over tray, face and only occasion- 
ally into the eager mouth. Certainly mother can do it faster and neater, but let baby 
learn his own way. A child gives his best self-feeding performance at the beginning 
of a meal when he is hungriest. In first self-feeding efforts, he is apt to try harder 
when at least one of his favorite foods is on the menu. Toward the end of the meal, 
the beginner may slow up or lose interest. This might be the beginning of the “I 
drop it—you pick it up” game with feeding implements. That is mother’s cue to 
take over the spoon for the balance of the meal. 
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If up to now your youngster has been a model patient at feeding time, don’t become dis- 
turbed when she reverts to eating with her fingers. Even the most lady-like will do so 
when tired, and its so much easier than manipulating strange, cumbersome implements. 

















Bottoms up on vitamin C-enriched fruit Well-jfed babies are usually contented and 
juices. Spill-proof plastic tumbler makes a delight to busy mothers. Relax, be patient 
drinking accidents unimportant incidents. and enjoy feeding time with your baby. 
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ty dress of white broadcloth cotton has contrasting light Party dress of pink broadcloth and white organdy is one-piece outfit 
smocking across bodice front. For decorative touch puff with jumper effect. Tiny puff sleeves are trimmed with lace and 
ves and peter pan collar are trimmed with ruffled lace. waistband has delicate floral embroidery and large sash bow. 
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For Toddlers 


N THE WORLD of tiny tot fashions, full skirts, richly endowed with fluffy petti- 
coats and ruftles, are still the important silhouette for spring. Fresh, crisp cottons 

in a brilliant array of plaids, stripes and gay solids go to make up the color outlook 
for the young set. Not unlike adult clothes, miniature fashions too, require unusual 
detail to make them really noteworthy. Dainty tucking, puffed sleeves and buttons 
and bows are a standard feature. And finally, no little girl’s dress is complete with- 
out a wide, sassy sash to finish the picture. This spring’s collection of “little lady” 
outfits will find many made of new miracle blends and drip-dry fabrics, which is a 
big help to mothers. Some materials have been specially treated to withstand harder 
wear, resist soiling and to shed wrinkles. Party frocks are more frivolous than ever, 
much to the delight of vanity-conscious toddlers. Organdy, always a special-occasion 
favorite, now has a finish that enables it to be washed and ironed with ease, retain- 
ing its original lustre and crispness. TAN’s attractive collection of “Toddler Fash- 
ions” are by Nannette Manufacturing Company. 








For extra special occasions a pale pink party dress of Swiss 
organdy has imported French embroidered ribbon insertions 
around puff sleeves and bodice. Matching petticoat is attached. 


=o 


Two-piece, sleeveless dress of crisp poplin 
has little shortie jacket embroidered in 
white. Dress has lace trimmed peter pan 

collar, ocean pearl buttons on bodice. 47 


For the active miss, a dark cotton tyrolean- 
type print is trimmed with over-sized white 
rick-rack for an unusual touch of color. 

















Gifte 
and 
Gadgets 


for the 
New 
Ba 


HE ARRIVAL of a new baby on the 
ene can turn a competent household 
» a topsy-turvy world of disorder. An 
ifant comes equipped with a schedule 
s own making, and generally creates 
problems than was ever dreamed 
ible. The wise mother, after she has 
austed that first burst of energy, soon 
comes alerted to the shortcuts pro- 
d by time-saving gadgets and gifts 
simplify daily tasks. 
\ step in time not only saves nine, but 
kes it possible for her to cater to more 
baby’s wants. The young infant has a 
onality of his own with specific needs 
at have to be fulfilled regardless of 
ther’s headache or father’s desire to 
tch television. When Junior is hungry, 
demands to be fed in no uncertain 
ms. To make the feeding ritual easier 
more pleasant for both baby and 
.other, an attractive, partitioned feed- 
plate with its own built-in warmer 
inates the job of extra dishes. This 
nly one of the time-saving devices 
t cut corners during baby’s infancy. 
For doting godmothers and friends 
want to know what they can get the 
make a list of necessary items and 
it handy. Practical gifts are always 
e best because of their usefulness. Toys 
not interest the new baby at first, 
in time they will become important 
im. It is usually a good idea to ask 
thers for gift suggestions before buy- 
whenever possible. 







AS A BOOSTER CHAIR 


















Portable toilet trainer is lightweight and can be used at home, or 
conveniently packed in a neat, flat package for traveling. Two-in-one 
gadget does double by folding into a sturdy booster chair. 





Junior scale for children from 2 to 10 comes 
with personal development chart to teach good 
health habits early. By Borg-Erickson Corp. 


Playskool telephone of polished 
wood is ideal for active young- 
sters. Wooden coins fit slots. 


Safe-T-Plate fastens with 
suction caps to prevent 
spills. Carmel Products. 














Is Your Child 
Too Young To 
KnowAboutSex? 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 
Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 

— I NEED some advice. My 

husband and I just don’t see eye to 
eye on this business of sex education for 
children. I say don’t trouble trouble till 
trouble troubles you, but he feels we 
should start giving our children sex in- 
formation already. Jane is six and Bobby 
is four. What do you think?” 

“Well, Mrs. Smith, I think it’s a ques- 
tion that you must deal with sooner or 
later. You can’t push it away like dust 
under the rug. By that I mean, the very 
fact that you and your husband have felt 
the need to disagree means that there is 
some basis for a discussion. 

“However, don’t feel for a minute that 
simply because you have not had a for- 
mal discussion that Jane and Bobby have 
had sex instruction. They’re both 
t little people, and now that Jane 
a first grader I have no doubt that 
has quite a bit of sex knowledge 
sored in her little head. The boys and 
girls have separate toilets and she real- 
izes that this is based on sex differences. 
probably recognizes that she sleeps 
her own room and her own bed now 
use she’s getting older and boys and 
don’t sleep together unless they are 
ied like Mommy and Daddy. The 
same thing applies to their bathing to- 


















ymes 
good | gether. They no longer bathe together, 
‘orp. | do they? 


“These and other commonplace meth- 
ods of emphasizing sexual differences 
give a child a natural relationship to sex 
that helps to make it a wholesome and 
constructive force in their lives. 

“In addition to this though, I agree 
with your husband. There are some basic 
facts that a child needs to know. How his 
body works, how it is nourished and the 
reasons for waste matter, the proper 
names for parts of his body as well as 
its functions. These things can be taught 
while the child is young, and as they 
grow older information can be added as 
needed. With the frank and natural atti- 
tude it really won’t require any special 
session to inform them of the “facts of 


life ” 

















Completion 


Easy Low Cost Medicated-Foam 
Beauty Treatment Works to 


WARD OFF THOSE UGLY 
PIMPLES AND BLEMISHES 


Famous “SKIN SUCCESS” Soap now can do 
even more than ever to help your poor upset 
skin look better and feel better. Today it is 
enriched with important skin-prescription 
ingredients, including a marvelous new anti- 
septic. As that gentle, foamy medication gets 
down to your pores it works on those bad 
surface-skin germs that aggravate and spread 
those awful blemishes... removes them and 
helps to keep your complexion lovely. 


A Sweeter Skin...Nicer to be Near! 


Every bath with “SKIN suCCEss” Soap helps 
you stop perspiration odors. That’s because 
the odor-forming bacteria are actually swept 
away by the marvelous medicated action. 
And the effect keeps getting better every day! 


PALMER's 














Something wonderful happens 
when you work up the rich 
medicated foam of gentle, 
deep-acting “SKIN SUCCESS” 
Soap and let it do its good 
work on your skin for three 
pleasant minutes every day. 
You'll be thrilled to see how 
soon the bothersome irritation 
of pimples and blemishes is 
relieved and your skin gets 
that feeling of new health. 














“SKIN-SUCCESS”’ 


Complexion 


& Deodorant 
SOAP 

















Subscribe To TAN Today 





. YOU were born with a naturally lovely BEAUTI- 

FUL SKIN: Yes, every woman as a baby started 

out with a beautifully soft, smooth skin. 

too much sun, often neglect or abuse 

aera 

caused blotchy dark J Gold Medal—Skin Dept. YP-5 
Brooklyn 35, New York 

§ Sena me the Docters Beauty Booklet 
with the jar of Be—Gone Skin Bleach. 

This triel is guaranteed to please me or 
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THERE IS MAGIC IN THE NATURAL BEAUTY § ™Y $1.50 back. | 


OF A LIGHTER LOVELIER LOOKING SKIN. Give 
your skin a fair chance. Give yourself a better | 
chance - enjoy the benefits of using BE-GONE 


| SKIN BLEACH the modern latest hydrophilic for- 


O Send C.0.D. $1.50 plus postage | 
O $1.50 Enclosed you pay postage 


mula. Just follow the easy directions on your jar. | 
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Ruth Webb, Famous Beauty 


Consultant, Shows You How to 


with 
COSMETICS ! 


400 Mulberry Street, Dept es 3 


Memphis 2, Tennessee 


Gypsy Bait Oil - 


OR NO 
COST 


MAKES FISH BITE 


Mysterious aroma of Gypsy Fish 
Bait t Oil Compound makes smell 
ing fish wild through thou- 
ands of smell organs covering 
xeir bodies. One potent drop on 
rtificial or live bait draws in fresh 
salt water whether you still fish 
ith pole, cast, spin or troll. 
ally works. Only $1.98 (3 for 
$4.98). Cash orders postpaid. If 
O.D. postage extra. Draws fish 
our bait or money back. 
FR E E. Handy large water resistant pouch wih every 
sottle. Order from: 





WALLING KEITH CHEMICALS, Inc. 
Dept. 723-E 


Birmingham 1, Alabama 








ALL THINGS ARE POSSIBLE?’ 


Are you facing difficult prob- 

lems? Poor Health? Money or Job 
Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? 
Leve or Family Troubles? Would 

you like more appiness, Success 
and “Good Fortune” in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, 
or others like them, dear friend, then 
here is wonderful NEWS of a remark- 
NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping 

usands to glorious new happiness and joy! 
st clip this Message now and mail with your 
me, address and 3c stamp to LIFE-STUDY 
FELLOWSHIP, Box 5205, Noroton, Conn. We will 
h this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 


and FAITH to you by air mail absolutely FREE! | 


MAKE BIG MONEY In Just Your Spare Time! 


, Dept. 
| Som 400 Mulberry, ‘Memphis 2, Tennessee 
YES! Show me how | can make Big Money with 
lucky Heart Cosmetics. Rush full focts and 


FREE Display Case Offer. 
NAME 
ADDRESS. 
CITY. 













EASY PROVEN PLAN TO EARN 


*50 © *250 









Ruth Webb knows the way to 
Make Big Money with Cosmetics. 
Now, she'll share her secret with 
you, actually show you step-by- 
step how anyone can make really 
big money in spare or full time as 
the Heart oye et 
It’s easy, it’s fun, it’s glamo: 

as well as highly Ani Ynys to | 
Lucky Heart, the exclusive quality 
line of exciting new cosmetics. 


Let Ruth Webb Help You Get 
Your Start With Lucky Heart 


Start earnin, a gr org — 
need no cupeslonee. A 
iks. just 

















barrier. ee of 
like you make bi ae eee in little 
time when they show and demon- 
strate exclusive quality Lucky Heart 
Preparations to their friends, 
neighbors and relatives—people 
know and like. You'll get 
orders on sight, start making big 
money from the very first day. You 
owe it to yourself to investigate 
the fine future that awaits you as 
a Lucky Heart Representative 
today. Mail the coupon 9 
today for full money- 
and FREE Display Case Offer! 
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TALK 


By Jane Walters 


PRING HAS ARRIVED in a burst of 
color and there’s no doubt about the 


| forthcoming weather change as life takes 
| on anew sparkle and days get longer and 


brighter. Now we have an excellent ex. 
cuse for shedding winter gloom along 
with bulky clothing, and to step out of 
hibernation into a warm, sun-bathed 
world. 

Changes are apparent everywhere, and 
so, to keep abreast of events, you, too, 
will have to spring-clean your personali- 
ty. If it needs an over-hauling, join the 
““Smile-a-Minute” club, and be prepared 
for a stiff tonic of vim, vigor and vitali- 
ty. Economically speaking, club dues are 
low, but good humor is plentiful and the 
guarantee is that you'll love every second 
of it. 

If you’re in the “party-pooper” class, 
you’re definitely in bad shape and in dire 
need of refurbishing. Nothing is more 
disheartening than an encounter with a 
sad sack who lives in a world of perpetual 
gloom and dispenses a constant barrage 
of boring gripes. Here the special pleas- 
ure is spreading unhappiness like an 
epidemic of measles. And if you are a 
party-pooper, you'll be just about as wel- 
come! 

Don’t be a slow drag and let the dan- 
delions and tulips outshine you this year. 
Strut a fancy step and put an extra shake 
into the calypso. We can’t always be 
“laughing-boys,” but a chuckle every 
now and then does wonders towards en- 
lightening the day, and a witty humor 
can be your prize personality possession. 

“Griping Gussies” and “Complaining 
Connies” are avoided like the plague, so 
to be popular, be happy. Silly, skitty gig- 
gling is out of the question, and belly 
laughs are downright repulsive. Our ad- 
vice to you is a happy medium. Start by 
laughing at yourself, which is the hardest 
thing to do, and when you discover your 
funny bone, spring will have special 
meaning to you and those around you. 

So let the warm sunshine dissolve win- 
ter angers and animosities and join in 
the true spirit of a glorious new spring: 
time. 
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I Made Him Mine 


(Continued from Page 14) 


take him now, take him with the most pow- 
erful weapon a woman possesses. Why 
shouldn’t I? Elsie had everything. And 
what had she given? Nothing. She would 
not even have children for him. 

The doorbell rang and I let Howard in. 

“Hello. chicken.” 
hat and coat. 

“There’s nothing chicken about me,” I 
answered gaily. He had always called me 
“chicken.” and now I had attached a differ- 
ent meaning to the nickname. 
it on the line for him fast. 
hat and coat I stood close to him. 
my head, parting my lips slightly. inviting. 

Howard didn’t hesitate. He and 
kissed me, lightly at first. then 
until we both knew it was not the kind of 
kiss a man gives his sister-in-law. 

Finally I pulled away. 


he said as I took his 


I was laying 
As I took his 
tilting 


bent 
harder, 


“Come on.” I 


told him. “save your energy until after 
you've eaten.” There it was again. A hint, 


a promise. 

Howard ate with his usual good appetite, 
and started on the bourbon bottle the same 
way. I cleared away the dirty dishes. then 


went to him on the sofa. “Is there anything 


out the bitter past with a flaming torch of 


passion. 

Later. tears flowed through the broken 
dam of my conscience. Howard’s voice was 
unsympathetic. “What’s this crying act 
for?” he demanded. 

I could not answer. I was crying too 
hard. 

“Now look,” he said. “Don’t go play- 
ing baby-sister-didn’t-know-what-she-was- 
doing. You've been leading me on for 


months, so it finally happens. Quit bawl- 
© ” 
ing. 
I still couldn’t answer. 
Look, don’t take it so big.” 
little fun. 
So let’s forget it. 


Howard per- 
sisted. “So we had Nobody 
knows but us, do they? 
Here, have a drink.” 

He pushed a glass to me but I shoved it 
away. Drinking might only serve to wash 
away the first clear picture I had ever seen 
-me, an pathetic 
who even during the very act of 


I didn’t love or want 


of myself- evil, jealous, 
woman, 
love could only hate. 
Howard. I had felt nothing of what we had 
just done. I only hated and wanted to hurt 


Elsie because I was jealous of her. 








I'll Send You This Handsome 


“CASE FREE 











MAKE UP TO 


$30 'x DAY! 


You can make plenty of EXTRA CASH for yourself, 
in = ere & time or full time, with this big. valuable, 
tailoring Sample Case packed with 100 beau- 
Fee big-value suit and overcoat samples. Just show 
the samples and last-minute styles to friends, fellow- 
workers, others. Take their orders for fine made-to- 
measure clothes—and pocket BIG CASH PROFITS 
in advance. No experience, no tailoring knowledge 
needed—and no money needed, ever. We supply every- 
thing FREE—sample case, sample suitings, equip- 
ment, instructions. Start making money first day! 


Your Personal Suits without 1¢ Cost! 
When — see the fine fit, quality and value of our suits— 
THEY ORDER! So we make it easy for you to get your 
own commen suits and overcoats without paying even 
one penny. Don't wait! Rush the coupon below Ny; your 
name, address, and age for your FREE SAMPLE 
CASE—Toda ay! 


W. Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept. ¥-664 
500 S. Throop $ Street £2 Chicago 7,1 1. 


. GIBSON, INC., Dept. Y- 664 : 


1300 z: Throop Street, Chicago 7, Illinois \ 
Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Sample, 
'Case with suit fabrics and style display. Include in- 
(structions, money-making plans and etails for getting ! 
Imy own suits without paying one cent. i] 
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else that the master wishes?” I asked, lean- 
ing over to light the cigarette he had taken, 
and knowing that when I did so the low-cut 
blouse I wore concealed nothing. 

“Well. 
of mock seriousness, 
master have?” 

“The master can have anything he sees 
that he likes,” I said. 
play games. The 
stakes before us. 

I leaned over staring into his 
eyes, and suddenly we were in each other’s 
arms, our mouths meeting, de- 
manding each other. 

There was no tenderness to our love- 
making. Howard rough, impatient, 
crude. It did not matter. I was not aware 
of him. I was a little girl again, ripping 
off the old dress and grabbing the new one; 
throwing mud on the dirty little kids who 
sang the song, pulling Elsie’s pretty, pig- 
tailed hair. I was dancing with the captain 
of the basketball team while Elsie stood 
in the corner unnoticed. I was at the altar 
jm my wedding dress, marrying the hand- 
somest man in town, while Elsie sat home, 
uninvited to the wedding. I was burning 


look 


“what else can the 


now.” he answered with 


It was no time to 


chance was now, the 
him, 


searching, 


was 


THE SCRAMBLED PICTURE IN THE EBONY 
PICTURAMA CONTEST ON 


LENA HORNE 
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$25,000 
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And what was there to be jealous of? 
What was Howard? 
who would cheat with his wife’s own sister: 


A crude, cheap man 


a woman-chaser who would always be 
scheming adultery behind her back. Elsie 
was not to be hated. 

almost as much as I. 


Howard from her. 


She was to be pitied. 
take 


There was nothing to 


I could never 


take. He would never really belong to any 
but 
any who fell under the spell of his 


woman. instead he would belong to 
many- 
charm. 

If I really wanted to outdo Elsie. I 
do it with love. I could give it to her—all 
there was—because she would need it the 
day she found out what Howard was really 
like. Maybe she already knew. Maybe that 
was why she had not had children. She 
was doubtful of Howard. Yes, she must 
know, and someday when the hurt wore off 
she would leave him without tears. 

I was the only one who would hurt al- 
ways, for my the worst of all. 
Nothing would ever change that; 
would ever make it easier for me. 

I got up from the sofa. 

“T’ll get your hat,” I told Howard. “You 
had better go.” THE END 


could 


sin was 
nothing 








SUNWAY’S NEW IMPROVED FOR- 
MULA MULTI VITAMIN TABLETS 
WITH IRON to help you FIGHT FA- 
TIGUE—FOR MORE PEP— VITALITY 
—NEW BLOOD (when said conditions 
are due to lack of VITAMINS and IRON). 
A 14-DAY SUPPLY is 
yours FREE—retail 
value $1.25. 

Only one SUNWAY 
TABLET will supply 
you with more than the 
minimum daily require- 
ment of Vitamins A, 
B-1, B-2, C, D, Niacin- 
amide, and IRON; also 
other Vitamins, in- 
cluding the amazing 
VITAMIN B-12. 


Please enclose 10¢ for mailing and handling to 


SUNWAY VITAMIN COMPANY 
Dept.T.N. 314 W. Institute Pl., Chicago 10, Ill. 
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No high school needed to Graduate with 

Diploma. Profession — up to baad a month. 
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Ages 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
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The Lincoln Spot of Practical Nursing 
'S Larrabee St.,Dept. T-5 ees 
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Make Believe Husband 


It’s a shrine,” she explained, surprised. 
Don’t know about Saint Theresa? 
Don’t you know these candles are Vigil 
Lights? Now she’s right here with us, tak- 
ing care of me and hearing my prayers.” 
She stared at me a moment, frowning. 
Then her face cleared and she smiled and 
telling me the little story, how 
Theresa had loved and cared for little chil- 
dren, keeping them safe, protecting them 
from harm. Because she was so good and 


you 


pegan 


kind. she became a saint, so, even though 
she’d died long ago, she would always be 
able to watch over children and hear their 


prayers 
‘I guess you don’t go to my church, do 
you, Cathy?” Theresa asked pityingly. 
[ shook my head, not daring to ask any- 
more. I couldn’t let her suspect I didn’t go 
church. But as I lay there that 
night, | thought about how beautiful it was 
have a shrine and light candles so the 
lady could hear your prayers and 
watch over you. And that night I added 
one more resolve to my long list—for some- 
da That day when I was old enough to 
I would go to church and 
learn about God and His saints and have 
thing in my life clean and good and 
1utiful. 
But that night ended my friendship with 


to iny 


] 
ovely 


leave home! 


Arlene I must have done something 
vrong. because her mother inquired about 


me and found out about my family, about 
Via fighting with the social worker and 
ubout Jenny, only four years older than 
having a baby and no husband—about 
Mik ounger than Jenny and with a re- 
form school record already and heading 
ther term there. Naturally, Arlene 

d asking me over and talking to me 


aul recess, 


] DIDN’T make any friends after that. I 
ildn’t be part of the crowd who didn’t 
ho I was, because I wouldn’t be 
cheap like the girls and I wouldn’t be 
| by the boys who thought someone 
like me was free for the taking. And the 
other kids, the decent ones, wouldn’t accept 
me a member of their group. 


(Continued from Page 21) 


So I just stayed to myself, working hard 
in school, marking time till I’d be through 
and on my own. 

By the time I was seventeen my lone- 
liness was tightly walled in by a hard shell 
of pride. Maybe I wouldn’t ever have any- 
thing good—then I wouldn’t have anything. 
Because I wouldn’t have what my mother 
had. 

It was during that Christmas holiday 
that Dick Winstead came into my life. 
Mrs. Winstead was one of the women Ma 
cleaned for once a week, and she’d told 
Ma to stop by the day before Christmas 
for a big basket of food for us all. But Ma 
had had a bad night—with her back, she 
told me I’d have to go instead. I knew it 
was Pa, though. You don’t live in a crowded 
trailer and not know what’s going on, even 
if it is in the middle of the night. I hated 
going. It seemed like begging to me. But 
what could I do? 

Mrs. Winstead was out. It was Dick, 
home from college for the weekend, who 
was waiting for Ma with instructions about 
the turkey and stuff. Dick Winstead, so 
tall and handsome I couldn’t stop looking 
at him. 

Through stiff lips I had to explain who 
I was. 

“But of course I'll drive you back.” he 
said, smiling. “This is too heavy for a little 
thing like you.” His eyes were warm and 
approving. 

I knew I was pretty. Well-stacked, one 
boy had said. He’d meant I looked like I 
wanted to be mauled. But they’d never 
got to first base with me. I knew they 
weren't offering love. They were interested 
only in helping themselves because they 
figured I was like the rest of my family. 
And I wasn’t. 

I felt myself burn under Dick’s gaze. 
“Believe me.” I said coldly. “it wouldn’t 
be worth your trouble.” 

For a second he looked like I'd slapped 
his face. Then he got mad. “Believe me.” 
he said just as coldly. “you’re taking a lot 
for granted.” 

I turned toward the door, leaving the 
basket behind me. But he picked it up and 


PEGA tL 


What every young couple should know! 


DON’T LET SEX RUIN YOUR 
MARRIAGE! 


Read the facts in the June issue of TAN Magazine 
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followed me. “That’s a pretty big chip 
you're carrying on your shoulder,” he re. 
marked, grabbing my arm. 

“Let’s get it straight.” I said tightly. 
“My family’s no good. We're trash. We 
accept charity, your charity even. Now 
why should you care how I get home? Un. 
less you think—” 

“A little ride will cool you off,” he said 
calmly, pulling me over to his car in the 
driveway. He backed down and out into 
the street and headed toward the lake. | 
didn’t say a word. I was too mixed-up— 
hurt and angry and ashamed. And thrilled, 
too, in spite of myself. 

Finally, he spoke again. “You've said 
your piece. Now you can listen to mine.” 
He didn’t look at me. just straight ahead, 
and his voice was matter-of-fact. “I’m not 
so stupid to think you chose your family. 
Nor so conceited to think I had anything to 
do with getting into a richer one. You look 
like somebody I'd like to know. You look 
good and clean and sweet.” He grinned. 
“And pretty. Isn’t that all right?” 

I felt like crying, and my voice came out 
all fuzzy. “But your mother—” 

“My mother doesn’t know any better,” he 
said simply. “She measures people by the 
things that don’t always tell the story.” 

She measured them by money and school- 
ing and family. But wasn’t that the way 
everyone did? Everyone but Dick maybe? 

Dick didn’t. I found that out. We saw 
each other that night and the next night 
and the next. And all that time Dick didn’t 
even touch me. We were too busy getting 
acquainted. I found out that Dick wasn’t 
very happy either. He didn’t want to con- 
tinue with college, didn’t want to be a 
lawyer. the way his mother insisted be- 
cause his father had been one. He wanted 
to join the Army, but he didn’t want to 
hurt her. He was all she had. But he 
wasn’t happy. 

It was a funny thing. the way we both 
knew we were in love without even men- 
tioning it. It was funny that I, who had 
spent the last four years of my life fighting 
boys off, hating them all, sickened at the 
idea of being touched, actually ached with 
wanting Dick to kiss me. And I could feel 
him wanting it, too. It was as if we were 
both scared—scared of rushing and spoil- 
ing something beautiful. 

Instead we talked about ourselves, me 
baring my bruised soul as I never dreamed 
I could to anyone. Once he said, “It doesn’t 
matter what a person starts with—it’s 
what’s inside him that counts. You. 
Cathy—” he lifted my chin and looked 
deep into my eyes—“you’re good and fine 
and you can make your future exactly the 
way you want it.” 

I believed him with all my heart. It’s 
hard to explain how I felt about Dick. It 
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was more than just loving him. | wor- 
shipped him. I didn’t think anybody else in 
the world could be so wise and so good. 
To me he was more like a god than a man, 
and I went through the minutes and hours 
and days with a queer kind of hushed panic 
clutching my heart—I was so afraid it 
couldn’t last. 

He didn’t kiss me once till the night be- 
fore he was to return to college. And 
then it was a gentle, reverent kiss, only his 
voice giving away how he really wanted it. 
“lll be back this summer.” was all he said. 

That was the night we had our pictures 
taken in the little booth in the dime store 
where I worked part time. Laughingly we 
snapped a lot of them—us together, me 
alone. And just one of Dick alone, because 
| insisted. That was the one I kept and 
treasured, the one I’d stared and stared at 
all that day in school after he’d left, en- 
graving forever on my heart the lean, sen- 
sitive face with its brooding eyes and gen- 
tle smile. Because I was so sure that was 
all I'd have. I couldn’t believe it could 


Bu DICK did come back to me that 
summer. He was waiting outside the 
store where I’d taken on night work. The 
second I got into his car he said, “I’m not 
going back to school, Cathy. I’ve given it 
a lot of thought. We'll get our license to- 
morrow, be married three days and then 
I'll sign up for the Army.” 

I listened breathlessly while he told me 
his plan—how I would go along with him, 
be with him till he was shipped out. I 
could finish high school wherever we were 
stationed. We could manage on the allot- 
ment, and afterwards there was the little 
nest-egg his father had left him to get us 
started. “Anyway. by that time.” he said 
doggedly, “Mom may see things different- 
ly.” And then I knew he’d already talked 
to his mother, and he knew it was hopeless 
—but he wanted me anyway. “I’ve got to 
have you, Cathy.” He said it like he’d been 
saying it to himself all this time. “You’re 
so good to be with—you don’t expect me 
tobe anything. Except just myself.” 

I snuggled into his arms, almost burst- 
ing with happiness. After a lifetime on the 
outside, looking in at the things I’d always 
wanted but never really expected to get, I 
felt as if I'd been suddenly handed the 
golden key to heaven! 

That was the one time—that night we 
knew we wanted each other forever what- 
ever the cost, the night we admitted our 
love for the first time—that was the only 


| time we took our love. We had driven up the 


back road near our trailer camp and just 
sat and talked and planned—and kissed. 
When Dick held out a tiny golden band, 
I thought I’d die of happiness. “Try it on 
for size, Cathy,” he said softly. 

I held out my finger and when Dick 
dipped it on I knew I’d existed all my life 
for this one moment. “I feel like your wife 
now, darling,” I whispered. 

The next second we were in each other’s 
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arms again, and there was no pulling back. I saw it in the paper as soon as I got’ [| thought about Mrs. Winstead who haf Arler 
His lips were on my eyes, my throat, then outside—the whole story about how Rich- _ loved her only son, who had been compley§ Dick 
on my mouth again. I didn’t try to stop ard Hancock Winstead, home for the holi- _ ly crushed by his death. “Really broke he} me. 
him. I couldn’t have. It seemed so right, so days, had become involved early that morn- _up bad,” Ma had reported after a day§ could 
natural. We belonged, forever and ever. I ing in a three-car smash-up, had died on work over there. It was almost as if Dic, and ' 
gave in to the singing in my body andinmy _ the way to the hospital. I must have picked in some mysterious way I couldn’t undef and | 
heart and floated up to heaven in the arms _ it up. I felt the newsboy nudge me, mutter, stand, was telling me to go to her now-§ truly 
f my love. ... “You gonna pay for that?” It slipped from to help her and myself. and our baby. was 1 
my hands. fluttering all over the sidewalk Silly fool that I was, I thought she’d )§ him s 
FTERWARDS, Dick said softly. “Don’t as I moved on. dazed. I don’t know what as thrilled as I about the baby—her granif I ¥ 
be sorry, Cathy. You are my wife now. _ he hollered after me. I just kept on. I don’t — child. And how wrong I was. She was coli near | 
ou know—now and forever. Except for a know where I went, where I was all that and furious, refusing to admit even that sh} tione 
few legal technicalities, which we’ll take time. It was hours later when I got home. knew Dick and I had been in love. Sf to ow 
are of.” No one even questioned me. No one no- _ said I was a cheap little tramp who saw,f becau 
[ put my finger on his lips, stopping him. _ ticed anything strange, anything wrong. I chance to blackmail her. She said all thox§ one k 
I’m not sorry,” I said. “I’m glad I belong didn’t shed a tear. My heart kept crying, horrible things about my family, and sf me. 1 
» you.” but that was inside. Nothing can keep us said if I were really pregnant, I probabh{ on™) 
Dick held me tight. The beats of our apart, Dick had said. Certainly part of me didn’t even know who the father was. the re 
hearts merged together into one big pound- __ was gone. too. But not with Dick—not with I was too stunned and crushed to speaf the P 
ing. “After tonight, honey,” he said huski- Dick... . or move. When she said she’d pay me—onf 2 rea! 
ly, “nothing can keep us apart, not really.” Empty, drained, I went through all the thousand dollars—to get out of town anf my lif 
[t wasn’t until after Dick had dropped motions of living, almost as if I were wait- stop spreading such lies about her son,|} | 
> off at the entrance of the camp and _ ing for something. But I didn’t know what. __ wanted to tear up the check and throw it inf just t 
tarted back down the road that I realized Those next six weeks it never once occurred her face. But I didn’t. By the time I founif Ablbr 
till had the ring on my finger. I slipped to me I could be waiting for Dick’s baby. my voice. I’d had a chance to think. /f pretty 
t off. smiling to myself, thinking how I’d When I did realize. when I was sure, it was knew it was Dick’s child. 7 knew Dick} dentic 
have to give it back tomorrow and then day _ like coming back to life again after being loved me, had intended to marry me. Dic} becau 
fter that get it back again. How silly the _ ina long coma. I never once thought of the would have taken care of me. If he’d bees his lif 
legal technicalities” seemed to me then. disgrace. of having done wrong. I never _ killed the day after our marriage. I would Ahlbr 
\s if they could tighten the bond between connected my own situation with my sister’s _ have had his money, wouldn’t I? The wayp I'd ta 
now. I felt so proud of our love, so sure sordid affair. I didn’t even think of the things were—Dick would want me to haveq Instea 
! turned inside, feeling loved and se- cost or any of those things you’d think a the money his mother offered. the ro 
ire and proud for the first time in my life. girl like me would worry about. I only Without looking at her or saying a word} invite 
| had one night of supreme happiness, of | thought with a kind of growing wonder _ [| took the check and walked out. was Ct 
love fulfilled—of the promise of dreams that Dick wasn’t gone from me after all. fortab 
ome true. He would live on in his child—my child. O ONE WAS HOME when I got back} little | 
[ didn’t hear about the accident until the Our child! It was the first time since the and I was so desperately in need olf fore. 
ext night. Even now it seems strange to accident I could bring myself to look at someone. But what could they have done} my né 
e the way I'd been able to work all that Dick’s picture, to remember those few any of them? I could hear Pa, if he knev. mysel 
xt day in the store, hugging my wonder- __ precious hours we’d had together without  craftily figuring how much more he could oe 
ful secret close to me, living and breathing _ wanting to kill myself. too. I held it close, get out of Mrs. Winstead. I could hea didn’t 
for evening when Dick would be outside— and my heart whispered. Darling, because Ma, probably gloating because I’d thought} mee 
funny it could be like that when all that you loved me, you haven’t died. You'll go 1 was so fine—now what was I? Or Jenny. Wante 
ime Dick was dead. on living in our child. . . . Then suddenly _ telling me in her hard, bitter way to play like m 
it smart, get an abortion with part of the plaine 
00000000000 0000 0000000 E0NEEOUOOEDONEEUAOEOUGGGEUOESEUGOEUUUOUGAUOUOREEONEEOOAUEOUGAEONAOUONEUAnEOaGeUaeOUOANEUUHEEHHHHHELHHHETHHHLHHTTHHHTTNHLETLNENNN =) Money and use the rest to doll myself up. killed. 
have a good time. at hon 
She crossed the color line I had no one, no one at all, who couli} %sce 
, understand how I felt about my baby. No I was 
leaving poverty and prejudice one except Dick, and he was dead. Sobbing | be car 
I pulled his picture out from the bottom She 
behind. But once across of my drawer. Now what, Dick? 1 whim] Kept t 
pered out of my aloneness and despail. along. 
she couldn't get back What am I to do now? How am I to find | lke li 
that good life you said I’d have—so I can she ac 
—back to the man she loved give it to our child? 1 kept looking at his } said. 
picture, as if I could will it to life. I didn't } nothin 
do that, but suddenly a miracle happened. | nothin 
His eyes and his smile seemed to come | ory of 
READ alive. to become more tender, more under | past t 
standing. I could almost hear him telling | startin 
me to go away, the money was mine, I wa } —Dicl 
t his wife. Our child must have his chanet. | elf, | 
TRAPPED IN A WHITE WORLD e I'd done everything right so far, he seemed | name, 
to say. Hadn’ 
Maybe I went a little crazy that day. Be J every 
cause that was when I remembered Arlene 
In the June issue and the shrine. I remembered that her} [7 
lovely lady’s spirit lived on always, because f © of x 
of TAN Magazine she had been so good, because she had} stairs, 
loved. And I remembered how Arlene had than F 
OOOO Lit candles so she could be right there with thing 
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Arlene. hearing her and watching over her. 
Dick was good and kind, and he had loved 
me. Why wouldn’t his spirit live on, why 
couldn’t he stay close to me and hear me 
and watch over me? Suddenly I felt quiet 
and peaceful inside. . . . I felt as if Dick 
truly were with me. . . . Now I know it 
was my terrible need of Dick that made 
him seem so real and alive to me. 

I went to Los Angeles, because it was 
near to where Dick had expected to be sta- 
tioned. and I wanted to keep close to him, 
to our dream. I cried a little when I left 
because I was leaving home forever and no 
one knew or cared. Not my family and not 
me. There was no one. Except Dick! I put 
on my wedding ring. and all of my past. all 
the reality in my life. died that day. It was 
the picture in my wallet that began to be 
areal. live. cherished part of me, part of 
my life ahead. 

I was lucky all the way; lucky to find 
just the right kind of a room with a Mrs. 
Ahlbrum. a sweet. lonely widow with a 
pretty little stucco house on a nice resi- 
dential street. A nice place was important. 
because I didn’t want my baby to even start 
his life on the wrong side of anything. Mrs. 
Ahlbrum wasn’t like the other landladies 
I'd talked to, suspicious and business-like. 
Instead of telling me right away how much 
the room cost and all about the rules, she 
invited me in to talk it over. Just like I 
was company. And while we sat in the com- 
fortable living room, she confided. with a 
little laugh, “I’ve never rented a room be- 
fore, dear, but I’m so alone here now that 
my nephew’s left. and I get so bored with 
myself. Do you—-work here?” 

“T was here on a trip.” I lied. 
didn’t want just a roomer. She wanted 
someone nice to share her home. And I 
wanted to be that girl. I had to make her 
like me. My eyes filled with tears as I ex- 
plained that my husband had just been 
killed, and I couldn’t stand the reminders 
athome. So I’d come out here for a change 
ofscenery. And now I had just discovered 
Iwas pregnant. so I was going to have to 
be careful of expenses. 

She kept nodding sympathetically, and I 
kept talking, making up the lies as I went 
along. And pretty soon they didn’t seem 
like lies anymore. Maybe it was the way 
she accepted it all. as if it was just like I 
said. Or maybe it was because there was 
nothing left over from my life before— 
nothing I wanted to keep except the mem- 
ory of Dick. So I had to make a brand new 
past to go with the brand new future I was 
starting. I gave my name as Mrs. Winstead 
—Dick would want it that way, I told my- 
elf. He would want his child to have his 
tame. And it would have been that way. 
Hadn’t he said that night I was his wife in 
every way that really counted? 


I knew she 


TWAS a perfect arrangement for both 
of us. I moved into the pretty room up- 
‘airs, and somehow it felt more like home 
than any place I’d ever known. The first 
thing I did was to have an enlargement 


made of Dick’s picture. I bought a beauti- 
ful frame and candles and made my shrine 
on the table by my bed. The first night I 
lighted them he seemed more real, more 
close to me than ever. I whispered softly. 
You are still with me, aren’t you, darling? 
I was so sure he was with me—so sure it 
was Dick who had guided me to this per- 
fect place. 

Strangely, I was happy those days and 
weeks and months. I talked over everything 
with Dick, and I never doubted he heard 
me and protected me. When my money 
began slipping away too fast, I told Dick of 
course. That next morning when I told Mrs. 
Ahlbrum I was going to look for a job. she 
remembered one of the ladies in her bridge 
club saying her husband was having so 
much trouble getting permanent help. And 
almost before I knew what happened I was 
working as a file clerk in his insurance 
agency. It was a new experience for me, 
walking into a good job because I’d been 
highly and personally recommended. So 
different from before when I’d always had 
to get anything in spite of my family— 
when everyone automatically distrusted me. 
But I wasn’t surprised—I felt it was Dick 
arranging the good new life for me he had 
promised. 

I felt closer and more a part of Dick 
those weeks and months I waited for the 
baby than I ever had before. Evenings when 
Mrs. Ahlbrum and J sat in the living room 
and chatted, she about her nephew in 
Japan and me about Dick. all I had to do 
was think about him, remember the things 
he had said, the way he had said them. and 
somehow I began to know more and more 
about Dick; like my telling her one day 
how he used to be when we were little kids 
in school, carrying my books and never let- 
ting anyone tease me. we went to all 
the high school parties together and what 
a wonderful dancer he was. 

Of course, I made it all up. little by little. 
but the tragedy was I forgot it wasn’t true. 
that I hadn’t known him then, that actually 
I’d only known him such a little. little time. 
Later, when I’d go upstairs to my room. I'd 
light the candles before Dick’s picture and 
drop to my knees. and I'd say. “But you 
were like that—I know you were. And if 
we had known each other then. it would 
have been exactly like that. wouldn’t it. 
darling?” He’d smile at me. and I be- 
lieved he heard me. And I 
forted. ... 


how 


was com- 


UR BABY was a boy. 

of Dick, as I’d known he'd have to be. 
Mrs. Ahlbrum took him right into her big, 
wonderful heart, wanting to take care of 
him when I went back to work and telling 
me it wasn’t a job to be paid for, it was a 
God-sent opportunity for her to be useful 


a tiny miniature 


again, to have a baby to love and care for. 
Twisted as I was. I didn’t feel grateful to 
her, not like I should have. Dick got my 
gratitude. I owed everything to Dick. 
The next three years sped by frighten- 
ingly fast, the way years do in a dream. 
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ats, Beautiful Party Prizes, Candie Holders, Large 
« olortul Balioons, Party Invitations, Cards and 
Enve 
1 ERY THIN NG to make your om” S BIRTHDAY 
~ RTY the HAPPIEST DAY of the YEAR. 
99 Colorful items ALL IN ONE LARGE BOX 
A $6.00 VALUE SPECIAL. $4. 25_Postpaid—No c.o.bD. 
ease. ey a eeee vag o der 
You will be de 
THE HAPPY. “BIRTHDAY "PARTY PACK 
5139 North Clark Street, Dept. A202, Chicago 40, lil. 
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DON’T LIVE IN THE 
SHADOW OF GRAY HAIR 








Step out into the bright world of youth with 
just one application of Godefroy’s famous 
Larieuse Haircoloring. Gray, faded hair is 
gone, and in its place—long-lasting color 
with the deep, silky glow that takes years off 
your looks ... even makes you feel younger 
every time you glance in a mirror. 

Modern Larieuse is easy to apply—takes just 
a few extra minutes at shampoo time. Don’t 
wait another day—give your hair the vibrant, 
glowing look of youth with Larieuse! 


Choose from 18 gorgeous shades 








JUST FOLLOW THESE 3 EASY STEPS 
rT 


\i 1 it 























1. Shampoohairthorough- 2. Apply Godefroy’s Lar- 3. After color has devel- 
ly. As it dries, mix Gode- ieuse with handy applica- oped, shampoohair again, 
froy'sLarieuse as directed. tor included in package. set in your favorite style. 


ODEFROY MANUFACTURING CO., 3510 Olive St., St. Louis 3, Missouri 





For I was in a dream world. I went to wor 
every day, did my job like everyone elg 
cashed my paycheck every week. I did anj 
said all the right things. When I got hom 
I joined my little Ricky and Mrs. Ahlbruy 
for dinner in the big. cozy kitchen. After. 
wards I helped with the dishes. All the 
while we talked about things that werep} 
really real to me—my day at the office, he 
day at home. news from her nephew, Wal. 
ter. When she had a letter from him, [j 
listen politely to his news, as she read, | 
wasn’t interested. but I pretended to lk 
while she told me what a wonderful felloy 
he was, what a wonderful husband he’ 
make some lucky girl, what a_perfeg 
genius he was with motors and how anxious 
Mr. Haggerty down at the big Ninth Stree 
Garage was to have him back. I listened 
and answered with that little part of m 
that was left—that part that wasn’t with 
Dick. 

Later Ricky and I would go up to ow 
room. and that was when any resemblance 
I bore to normalcy ended. That was when 
I closed us both into my make-believe 
world of shadows and lies. That was when 
our little ritual began. We’d get undressed 
and ready for bed, and then we’d light the 
candles at Dick’s shrine, turning off all the 
lights. My prayer was always the same 
“Stay with us, Dick. Don’t leave us alone” 
Then, magically, Dick’s face would come 
alive, and he’d be real and there with us 
I'd say, “Hi, darling.” And he’d smile back. 
And Id begin telling him the things Id 
done that day, my little triumphs and my 
little problems. And I’d ask him what | 
should do about them. Sometimes I’d hear 
his voice, telling me. Other times. when | 
didn’t, I'd know he was listening. And Id 
know that when the time came I'd do the 
right thing—because it would be Dick right 
there, guiding me. 


FTER RICKY got old enough to speak 
“*% his first baby words, he’d say, “Hi. 
Daddy.” And Dick would smile down on 
him lovingly. And gradually, as Ricky got 
older, he’d tell Dick about his day and ask 
him things. Once he said, “Daddy, I stole 
two cookies—” His little face screwed up 
with tears. 

I said. “Look how ashamed Daddy is.” 
and truly Dick did seem to be frowning and 
stern-looking. Maybe Ricky had begun see 
ing those things, too. or maybe he just be 
lieved me. Whatever it was, he burst into 
tears and I had to comfort him and make 
him see his Daddy would forgive him if he 
was sorry. I didn’t think there was any- 
thing wrong or strange—this had become 
my real world. I only thought how lucky 
I was to have Dick the way I did, to have 
him care and be such a good influence for 
Ricky. 

Other times, after we’d had our little 
visit with Dick, we’d curl up in the big 
chair, Ricky and I, and while the candles 
burned down I'd tell him stories about 
Dick, little things about when Dick was 4 
baby, too, and then a little boy like Ricky: 
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things he’d done and said and thought 
about. I knew everything about Dick, and 
it was all wonderful and real. I'd tell Ricky 
that Dick wanted him to be just like him, 
and Ricky would listen to it all with a rapt 
expression on his little face as it glowed in 
the shadows of the flickering candle light. 
He hadn’t learned to hear Dick like I had, 
but he believed me when I told him what 
Dick was saying. In a wrong, crazy way, 
Dick was alive for me in death as he’d 
never been in life. When the candles 
hurned out, we said goodnight to him and 
went to bed. It was a precious time for me 
_it was the little time each evening I lived 
through all the other hours for. 

I was happy and satisfied until Walter 
Haines came back to live with his aunt. 
Ricky was a little over three then. 

Of course Mrs. Ahlbrum was delighted. 
She thought he was perfectly wonderful. 
She didn’t see him like I did—too noisy, 
too crude and rough and too curious about 
ys, upsetting all the precious peace I'd 
known in the little house. He wasn’t in 
the least good looking with his sparse hair 
and blunt features and brawny build. 

But in his own way, I had to admit he 
did try to be friendly. He said he was glad 
we were there. “. . . like a real family 
now,” he’d said the minute he walked in 
the door; hugging us all at once—Ricky 
and me, too. I recoiled at his touch, but I 
tried not to show it. Just at first I tried to 
like him. I tried to be glad he liked Ricky 
and wanted to play piggy-back with him 
after dinner. But when Ricky fell and cried, 
he looked disgusted. “This kid’s too soft 
—"He grinned suddenly and hoisted Ricky 
up on his knee. “Guess he needs a man 
around, huh, Rick?” 

I said coldly, “All boys aren’t rough- 
necks, Ricky’s father wasn’t—and I don’t 
want Ricky to be.” 

He laughed it off, but I knew then I 
wasn’t ever going to like him. I told myself 
Iwas afraid of having everything spoiled 
now, but I guess deep down I was afraid of 
the way he looked at me. Almost through 
me, Afraid he might see too much. 

Itried to ignore him, but he wasn’t the 
kind you could snub. No matter how many 
times I turned down his invitations, to take 
awalk, go to the movies or the zoo with 
Ricky, no matter how constantly I talked 
about my “husband,” he kept asking me. 
Even Mrs. Ahlbrum seemed puzzled and 
hurt when I kept making up flimsy excuses. 
[hated all that—and I hated the way he 
bossed and criticized Ricky and bought him 
dangerous toys I didn’t like. I hated the 
change I began to notice in Ricky, the 
questions he began asking about if his 
Daddy was dead, then why wasn’t he in 
heaven? And how could he really hear us 
and talk to us if he was only in a picture? 
My explanations didn’t seem to satisfy him 
anymore, and I blamed Walter. 


NE WEDNESDAY NIGHT when Mrs. 
Ahlbrum left right after supper for her 
“cial club I tried to have it out with him. 





[| was doing the dishes, and for once I 
didn’t refuse his offer to dry. I sent Ricky 
out to play in his sandbox. and then I just 
plunged in. 

“Tt isn’t that I don’t appreciate your in- 
terest in Ricky,” I said stiffly, “but I’m try- 
ing to bring him up as his father would 
want, and you’re interfering.” I waited rig- 
idly while he flung down the dish towel and 
walked over to the window. I kept my back 
to him, kept splashing around with the 
dishes, but I could feel him staring at me 
and my skin prickled. 

“So far, that’s fine.” he said finally. “The 
boy should respect his father’s memory. 
But it isn’t right the way he’s always talk- 
ing about his father, as if—” he came over 
to me and pulled me around, forcing me to 
look at him, to see the question in his eyes. 
“__as if he’s still living.” His level stare 
seemed to bore right into my soul, seeing 
things I didn’t want anybody to see. “It 
isn’t normal for Ricky.” he persisted. “And 
it isn’t good for you either. Cathy. It’s been 
a long time now—you ought to begin for- 
getting. You’re not dead. You’ve got—” 

“Tll never forget,” I cried, jerking away 
from his touch. “And I won’t let Ricky. 
Ill thank you to mind your own business.” 
Angry tears smarted my eyes and [I strug- 
gled to keep them back. 

He flushed and stepped back. “Look, 
Cathy, I only want to be friends. You have 
to be friends with somebody, don’t you, or 
you'll go nuts. Why don’t you give me a 
chance?” 

“T just want to be left alone,” I mum- 
bled. Then I couldn’t stop the tears and I 
ran from the kitchen. 

It didn’t do any good. The next time I 
saw Walter he acted like nothing had hap- 
pened. He kept playing with Ricky and he 


kept telling me I shouldn't be alone so 
much, and I kept avoiding him as much as I 
could. Of course, I talked to Dick about it. 
It seemed like he tried to tell me to go 
away—where we three could be alone 
again, together, where Walter couldn’t spoil 
things for us and for Ricky. But I kept put- 
ting it off. I seemed too tired to make the 
effort, and I kept telling myself Dick would 
show me how and when—like he always 
did. , 
I didn’t connect it up at the time, but 
looking back now, I realize it was shortly 
after Walter came that my awful head- 
aches started. The first one came one eve- 
ning when I’d stopped at the drug store on 
my way home from work for some tooth- 
paste. I’d stood there, waiting for the clerk 
and thinking how much I dreaded going 
home. Because Walter, with his booming 
laugh and his probing eyes and his insist- 
ent invitations, would be there. And I felt 
too tired to cope with it all. The clerk came 
and I told him what I wanted—and then it 
hit me, a sudden, blinding pain across my 
forehead. I grabbed the counter and closed 
my eyes. From somewhere far off, I heard 
the clerk saying anxiously, “You all right, 
Miss?” 

Through the dizzy mist I managed to tell 
him I had a headache—that was all. “Prob- 
ably nerves,” he said sympathetically. Then 
he said he had just the thing for that. You 
just take one with water and in five minutes 
the tension is gone and so is the head- 
ache. I was too weak to argue. I took the 
box of pills and the toothpaste and stum- 
bled out of the store. It hurt all the way 
home. The light and the motion of moving 
were like a hundred hammers pounding on 
my head. I didn’t even bother to hunt up 
Ricky first thing, like I always did. I just 


Should a wife bear the burden 


of pregnancy alone, 
or is it her husband’s duty 
to share the discomfort, 


the preparations, 


the anxiety of child-bearing? 
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cot upstairs and swallowed down one of the 
capsules. Then I tumbled onto my bed. It 
was like a miracle the way it worked. By 
the time dinner was ready, I was feeling 
nne again. 

But they kept coming back—at odd 
but always when I’d be dreading 
facing Walter. I didn’t figure it out like 
that. though. I just kept a supply of the 
pills, and they always fixed it. 


times, 


| DRIFTED ALONG like that through 

the winter, keeping close to Dick and 
telling him and myself I’d find another 
place to live. By spring I’d have enough 
saved for a little apartment of our own, and 
Ricky would be old enough for a day nurs- 
ery. In my confused state it didn’t occur 
to me that Ricky would be in the world of 
real people then, that it would be even 
harder to keep him walled behind the 
shadow world I'd created. I didn’t think at 
ill. I used all my strength and will power 
to keep us closed into it, to keep my tenu- 
ous hold onto Dick. 

But we didn’t have until spring. It was 
in February that my whole make-believe 
world crashed down around me, killing for- 

er the Dick I’d created and clung to, and 
almost destroying my baby, too. 

It was Mrs. Ahlbrum’s social club night 

which meant it was my night to do the 
dishes. As soon as she left I headed for the 
Ricky stayed in the living room 
with his new truck. Walter followed me, 
ind I began groping around for an excuse 
igainst whatever it was he was going to 
ask me this time. It had got so I could 
tell when he was going to try again. 

He picked up the dish towel, and then 

said—like he’d said a hundred times 
“How about all of us taking in the 


kitchen. 


betore 


early show tonight? There’s a swell cow- 
boy picture Ricky would like—” 

I was so tired of thinking up reasons I 
couldn’t anymore. I turned around wearily. 
“Why do you bother, Walter?” I asked 
quietly. “It isn’t you. I don’t want to go 
out with anybody.” 

Something seemed to snap in him. He 
grabbed my shoulders savagely. “What’s 
the matter with you?” he rasped. “You 
act like you’re dead, too. What about that 
kid? How long do you think he can stay 
normal in your empty world?” Suddenly 
he pulled me close to him, and before I 
could get away his lips came down hard 
on mine, cruelly hard. I was hurt and 
scared—scared of the vague. forgotten de- 
sires and feelings that stirred faintly in me. 
He pulled his mouth away but still held 
me tight. “Just wanted you to remember 
what it feels like to be kissed—wanted to 
see if there was any life in you.” 

He let me go so abruptly I almost lost 
my balance. A second later I heard the 
front door slam. 

I ran into the living room for Ricky. I 
picked him up and dragged him upstairs. I 
was trembling all over and crying helpless- 
ly. I needed Dick so bad I was only dimly 
conscious of the white pinched look on 
Ricky’s face. I had only a driving urgency 
to find Dick. My fingers shook so I could 
hardly get the candles lit. Then I knelt, 
sobbing, Dick, Dick, please talk to me. I 
was so scared [ hardly knew what I was 
babbling—scared of Walter’s threat to 
bring me back to life the way he meant. 
And I wanted to stay where I was—in the 
shadows with Dick, where Dick was real 
and close to me. I was crying so hard in- 
side and outside I didn’t hear anyone come 
up the stairs. I was trying too hard to make 
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A barrier stood between 
this man and this woman 
—the law that says "Thou 
shall not commit adultery." 
But they were not 
interested in law. They 


only sought love 
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Dick understand, waiting too tensely {fy 
his answering smile, the words he wou 
say that only I could hear. And then, jy 
stead of Dick’s gentle voice, it was Walter, 
deep, husky voice that shattered into th 
room. 

“You’ve gone crazy—it’s blasphemy! 
You’ve made a god of him!” I turned ani 
saw him standing in the open doorway 
horror and disgust and revulsion all oy 
his big, homely face. He stared at me as} 
I were something vile. “You’re sacrificing 
that kid on the altar of a dead man 
man, do you hear? That’s all he was, ani 
now he’s dead. You’re living with a pip 
ture—a piece of paper.” 

I heard the faint sounds of Ricky’s soh 
bing, but I couldn’t take my eyes awa 
from Walter’s shocked face. He lookej 
away. “It makes me sick,” he muttered 
stepping back. 

I heard him move slowly down the steps, 
heard the front door click quietly. The can. 





dles sent eerie shadows around the roon 
and I knew dimly I must comfort Ricky, | 
stood up, and that was when another bliné. 
ing pain seared through my head. | 
swayed and looked beseechingly at Dick 
But I couldn’t see. The shooting pains in 
my head were blotting out everything els. 
I staggered into the bathroom, reaching fa: 
the blessed bottle of pills, shaking one out 
But it was empty and I was remembering 
I’d run out and forgotten to get more. .., 


DON’T KNOW how T lived through th 

next fifteen minutes. I was in such tor 
ment I couldn’t even worry about Ricky: 
unhappiness. All I knew was that I had to 
get to the drug store—quick! I remember 
grabbing my jacket and my purse, and! 
remember telling Ricky not to worry abot 
anything—to stay right there and his Dat: 
dy would look after him while I was gone, 
just for a few minutes. I remember hov 
he whimpered he was afraid of the dark 
and how I snapped on the ceiling light. 

I was at the doorway when I remembered 
to go back and snuff out the candles. Ther 
I closed the door and, clinging to the bar- 
nister, I got downstairs. Everything I did 
was in a blank, blind mist of reeling pain. 

It was mercifully dark outside as I hal! 
ran, half stumbled the two endless blocks 
to the drug store. There wasn’t any room 
in my mind for any thoughts for Walter 
or Ricky—or even Dick. Hanging onto 
consciousness through the splitting ache in 
my head took everything I had. 

The store was crowded when I got there 
I hung onto the counter, clutching the 
empty bottle. By the time the clerk go 
to me, I couldn’t even see. But I managed 
to tell him what I wanted, and somehow! 
even managed to wait for my change. The 
I knew I’d never make it home. I sash 
down into a booth and ordered coffee, an! 
as soon as I got my glass of water I swal 
lowed one of the capsules. Then I just s# 
there and waited for relief. 
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It was somewhere during those next 
black, pain-ridden minutes that I heard the 
sirens. At the time it was only an added 
throbbing in my head... . Afterwards, 
after the pain had eased off and I’d started 
home. I realized they were fire trucks. I 
was a block from home when I saw it was 
Mrs. Ahlbrum’s house. And Ricky was 
alone, shut upstairs in our room! 

[ began running, breathless and moaning 
and praying—to Dick. Dick, you were there 
with your son—you wouldn’t let anything 
happen to him. 

The street was filled with policemen and 
fremen and a crowd of neighbors—and an 
ambulance pulling away. I began scream- 
ing when I felt strong arms come around 
me. Then someone was shaking me, and it 
was another nightmare minute before Wal- 
ter’s voice penetrated the thick fog of my 
fear. “Ricky’s all right.” he kept saying. 
“A little burned, Cathy. but not seriously. 
They've taken him to emergency hospital. 
I'll take you to him.” 

He kept holding onto me and talking in 
a quiet. calm, firm voice, and I tried to stop 
crying. For once I didn’t try to pull away 
from him. I let him lead me over to his 
car and help me inside. All the way to the 
hospital he kept talking—about how he’d 
been sorry he’d blown up the way he did, 
and he’d come back to apologize. Whether 
he liked what I was doing or not—that 
wasn’t the point. It wasn’t any of his busi- 
ness, and besides he hadn’t had any right 
walking in like he had just because the 
door was ajar. . . . I didn’t care anything 
about any of that—-except that I was grate- 
ful he had come back. I only cared about 
Ricky’s being all right, and I wanted to 
know how it started. But Walter didn’t 
know that. 

“He must have found some matches,” he 
guessed. “You know how kids are—” 

But Dick was there, I thought. He knew 
how I counted on him always, and he 
wouldn’t let us down, his wife and child. 

It was Ricky who answered my question. 
They left me alone with him for a few 
minutes. Walter said he wanted to talk to 
Dr. Campbell and I’d find him in the doc- 
tor’s office when I was ready to leave. 
Ricky’s arms were all bandaged, but they 
told me he would be all right. There prob- 
ably would not even be any scars. He 
was drowsy now from the sedatives, and 
they told me I mustn’t excite him, so I 
just sat quietly at his bedside, thankful it 
hadn’t been worse. I didn’t ask him any- 
thing. I just told him I loved him and 
everything was going to be all right. 

“But I couldn’t hear Daddy,” he mut- 
tered sleepily. “And I was scared when 
he wouldn’t talk to me. I lighted the can- 
dles, Mommy. I wanted Daddy to be there, 
like you said—” 

Dick’s picture! Had that burned up, 
too? It was all I had. I had to force myself 
to stay quietly with Ricky until he dozed 
of. But inside a funny kind of hysteria 
churned in me. 
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**Friends used to tell me I made my 
bumps and blackheads worse by scratch- 
ing, but with their itching, stinging burn 
I just couldn’t keep hands off. Finally 
one of them gave me a jar of Black and 
White Ointment. The relief it gave my 


burning misery was wonderful.” 


Ira B. Scott 
Houston, Texas 
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Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of acne pimples, simple ring- 
worm, eczema. Trial size only 20¢. Regular 
size is only 35¢, and you get 4% times as 
much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy large 
economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily with 
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Black and White Skin Soap. 
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0° @ Send your songs or poems today. 
Yiu Music composed for your words. Re- 
cords and copies furnished. Let us try 
to help you be a success in this field. 


HOLLY WOOD TUNESMITHS 


1601 No. Gower St., Dept. 3 
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Hollywood 28, Calif. 
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. «« for your 
second chance 
at Youth and 
Romance 
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Now easy-fo-use Tintz Creme Color Shampoo covers 
gray, fading, burnt or off-color hair... adds life and 
lustre to faded, drab hair ... freshens and brightens 
your natural shade or gives a new glamour fashion 
black or jet black hair color tone you'll adore. 


Simple, Easy to Use at Home 


Tintz Creme Color Shampoo in gentle creme 

form also conditions and gives marvelous new 

softness to your hair. Has essential Vitamin A 

added. So gentle and pleasant to use... odor free, 

too... no harsh ammonia. Will not affect hair 

straightening treatments or natural curls. TINTZ 
your hair and see how this 
youthful, natural-looking, 
iasting color can give you 
the black or jet black hair 
color shade and sparkling 
highlights you have always 
wanted. Ask For TINTZ 
CREME COLOR SHAM- 
POO *$1.50 plus tax. Black 
and Jet Black Shades At 
Druggists. 


CREME SHAMPOO HAIR COLORING 











FEMALE HELP WANTED 
-| $23 WEEKLY for wearing lovely 
‘Z1.| dresses supplied to you by us. 
Just show Fashion Frocks to 
friends in spare time. No in- 
vestment, canvassing or experi- 
ence necessary. Fashion Frocks, 

Dept. Z-5114. Cincinnati, Ohio. 





















AMAZING 
MUSIC 
DISCOVERY 


PLAY ANY INSTRUMENT 
—even if you don't know a single note now! 


av. OW it’s EASY to learn ANY instru- 
-; Ay ment. No boring exercises. Even if 
you don’t know a single note now, you 
can play delightful pieces from your FIRST 
lesson! BY NOTE. Simple as A-B-C. Make 
amazing progress. Play popular music, 
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hould have known right then, of 
I should have seen the futility of 
blind obsession, should have seen the 

er and the evil of worshipping a pic- 
memory. Maybe I did know it then, 

ep down, and maybe that was part of the 
that gripped my heart like a vise. 

But I couldn’t face it. How can you pin 
ill your faith, all your trust and dreams, 
r whole life, on something and then let 

» without a struggle? I couldn’t. I'd 
ived too long with the belief that Dick was 
s, that our secret love and our secret 

were too strong and too beautiful 

en death to spoil. How can you let 
iething beautiful go when without it 
Nothing but a tar- 
nished memory of stolen love and an ille- 
gitimate child. And what would I be? Just 
‘lain Cathy Donahue again—one of those 
Donahues who were always in 
who weren’t good enough for de- 
ent families. Now I know I was clinging 
insane delusion because it was all I’d 


yurse 


ou’d have nothing. 


iwiul 


rouble 


SOON AS Ricky slept I slipped out. 
didn’t go near Dr. Campbell’s office. 
down to the desk and called a cab. 

Mrs. Ahlbrum was there when I got 
back. She met me in the hall and said she 
ixing the little back room downstairs 
And I mustn’t worry about a thing 

now that Ricky was going to be all right. 
The insurance adjustor was coming out 
first thing in the morning, and everything 
would be replaced. It was minutes before 
[ could break away from her. I said I had 
to see how much damage there was, and 
finally she let me go. I flew upstairs. 

[ found Dick’s picture, face down, un- 
charred curtains and the 
scorched, water-soaked rug. I dropped to 
the floor, tears streaming down my face, 
ind gently brushed away the dirt and ashes 
ill over it. Except for one singed corner, 


ror me 


derneath the 
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it was as good as ever. For minutes I held 
it tight against my heart, babbling out my 
gratitude. Then I held it off where I could 
see Dick, trying to recapture the life my 
deranged mind had breathed into the piece 
of paper and a handful of long ago mem- 
ories. But it was gone! I spoke to him and 
nothing happened. I cried and begged him 
to hear me, to speak. But it was only a 
smiling image on paper—a stranger. Wild- 
ly, frantically, I reached back into my 
memory for the sound of his voice, for the 
dark, soft look in his eyes as he said he 
loved me, would never leave me. But I 
couldn’t even remember—it was all gone 
into a dim, faraway, unreal past. 

I must have gone completely crazy then. 
I remember pounding on the floor and 
screaming, the picture paper balled up in 
my fist. I don’t know how long I was there, 
lost in grief and fear. Somewhere during 
the nightmare, I heard Mrs. Ahlbrum’s 
frightened voice, felt her hand on my arm, 
pulling at me. Then I heard Walter’s voice, 
telling her to call Dr. Campbell. And Wal- 
ter was lifting me, carrying me downstairs 
to the little back room Mrs. Ahlbrum had 
ready for me. I didn’t hear his words, but 
his soothing voice and the feel of his pow- 
erful arms helped somehow. All I remem- 
ber was Walter’s saying, over and over, 
“Whatever it is, Cathy, you’ve got to tell 
somebody—” 

By the time Dr. Campbell came / wanted 
to tell somebody—everything. I thought I’d 
burst if I didn’t. He sent the others out and 
pulled up a chair by my bed. He lit his 
pipe as if he had all the time in the world, 
and finally, as my sobs began to subside, 
he said matter-of-factly. “Walter told me 
what happened tonight.” He smiled as if 
he didn’t think there was anything so 
dreadful about any of it. Then he said, 
“But I think it’s what happened before 
that’s important. Maybe if I knew, I could 
help.” 
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| didn’t see how he could help—but | 
had to let it out anyway. It was hard at 
first, telling him how it was with my family, 
the old shame flooding back. But after | 
got started, it was like a dam bursting in. 
side of me the way my story poured out, 
all of it. There were no more lies, no more 
pretense in me. I guess I’d got to the point 
where I couldn’t carry the burden of it all 
any longer—not now that Dick had left me 
alone. 

Dr. Campbell said a lot of things when 
I finished, but the important part was his 
explanation for my getting so lost. He said 
we all have the makings of insanity in one 
form or another. Because insanity is, after 
all, just a case of not accepting something 
we think we can’t bear to face. 

With me it was the combination of years 
of being alone, of inward turning, Dr, 
Campbell called it, and then finding and 
losing all in one short time the promise 
of happiness, of shared love and under- 
standing. 

“Add to that,” he said gently, “your sub- 
conscious sense of guilt and shame because 
you’d shared an intimacy outside of mar- 
riage, were pregnant—well,” he picked up 
my hand and held it comfortingly in his. 
“you couldn’t face the fear that you could 
be, after all, like those you’d condemned.” 

“T wanted to forget it was that way,” | 
whispered, my face burning with shame. 
“T thought I could, if no one ever knew ...” 

“But we have to share ourselves,” he 
said, “our fears and our guilty secrets with 
someone—so you held onto Dick, because 
he knew what no one else did, and he 
couldn’t condemn you. When a person 
keeps his fears and his mistakes and his 
troubles tight inside himself, they grow 
too big for him—so big he can’t handle 
them and has to escape into a shadowy. 
unreal world of his own. Like you did. 
And sooner or later the scales will tip. 
and then it will be too late—then he will 
be on the other side, where we call it in- 
sanity. The headaches you’ve been having 
were a serious warning of the pressure and 
conflict building too big inside. You were 
lucky, that this near-tragedy happened to 
force your secret out in the open before 
it was too late.” 

After I'd quieted, he gave me a sedative. 
and the last thing I heard him say was how 
I must remember that it was Walter, a real 
live, flesh and blood man, who had saved 
Ricky when he was in trouble. 

“And that’s what that little boy of yours 
needs—a real, live man to father him.” His 
voice kept on, but I couldn’t hear anymore 
words. I was sinking into a peaceful void. 

It was late the next morning when I 
opened my eyes and saw Mrs. Ahlbrum 
standing at my bed, smiling, setting a tray 
down on the table beside me. “Walter’s 
taken the day off, dear,” she said brightly. 
“He’s going to take you to the hospital to 
get Ricky.” 

I smiled. I wanted to tell her I was glad 
Walter was waiting for me. But my throat 
was too full of tears for all the dark and 
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wasted yesterdays. I guess she understood, 
though. She said gently, “I'll leave you 
now to get ready. It’s a new day, Cathy.” 

] got up and stretched and walked over 
to the window. It was bright and sunshiny 
outside. and I suddenly felt exhilarated 
and eager to be a part of it. For it was 
more than a new day for me. It was a new 
chance. a new beginning. 

| began hurrying into my clothes. I’d ask 
Walter to take me to church with him 
Sunday. I thought—both Ricky and me. 
We'd learn about God and understand His 
ways, and then we couldn’t ever again get 
mixed up like I had. And then I began 
thinking about Walter, and I felt warm and 
happy and filled with hope. What a kind 
man he was and what a good friend! He 
wasn’t too crude and loud. He’d only 
seemed so to me in my dead still place be- 
cause he was so alive. And how good it 
was to be alive. 


THE END 


Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


dice, and made it perfectly clear he wants 
all of junior. 

Sam Cooke is singing “You Send 
Me” to covergirl Harlean Harris. He’d 
“like to marry her and take her home.” 
Incidentally, this big hit was written for 
Sam by his brother, L. C. Cooke, who has 
several more ready for him to record. 
Westcoast designer, L’Tanya is the 
person responsible for pouring singer Sally 
Blair into those sensationally revealing 
gowns that are so tight the only movement 
available is her facial expression. 

The wife of a tenor sax star who 
has his own band, wears her $10,000 mink 
coat to a 9:00 to 5:00 slave as an office 
receptionist. 

Way-out pianist Don Shirley intro- 
ducing something new in trios to blase 
New Yorkers—two basses and a piano. 
James Edwards, who turned his 
back on acting to become a screen writer, 
returns to the screen with an important 
role in the Mel Ferrer-Dana Wynter 
flicker, “Fraulein.” 

While Count Basie and band 
rocked the Youth Center in Cleveland so 
that local ‘youngsters might enjoy the 
YMCA summer camps, some sneaky thugs 
tolled off with twelve pairs of the Count’s 
brand new alligator shoes and an assort- 
ment of other valuables. 

The best laid plans can so easily 
go pfit . . . as in the case of Dorothy 
Dandridge who planned a Hawaiian vaca- 
tion following the shooting of her new pic 
with James Mason, “/nfamy at Sea.” That 
is, until the directors decided to shoot the 
entire movie off a Santa Monica pier rather 
than in the islands of Hawaii—water is 
water, so why go 2,000 miles. 

Comedian Slappy White got into 
the act and recorded an album of party 
jokes that he hopes will rival those of his 
€x-partner Redd Foxx. 
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make-up base 
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‘shiny’ face” 


“Greasy, sticky make-up 
bases caused my make-up 
to smear. But now that I 
have changed to Black and 
White Vanishing Cream as 
a base, my make-up goes 
on smoother, stays on 
longer and keeps its fresh- 
ly applied look.” 

Marie C. Janisse 
Houston, Texas 






































Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 








For a creamy, non-drying lipstick 
that stays on and on, always look 
for the name Black and White. 
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SKINNY ? 


New Easy Way Puts On Pounds Firm Flesh 
Folks who are skinny, thin and underweight because of 
poor appetite or poor eating habits should try WATE- 
ON. Cheeks fill out, neck and bustline gain . . . arms, 
legs, thighs, ankles, skinny underweight figures fill out 
all over the body. Take WATE-ON .. . either Liquid 
Emulsion or the new TABLETS. You, too, may quickly 
gain 5-10-20 pounds and more so fast it’s amazing. 
WATE-ON is fortified with essential vitamins and min- 
erals and other body nutriments. Besides putting on 
weight, WATE-ON makes for better digestion of fats, 
improves the appetite, gives quick energy, guards against 
fatigue, sleepless nights, poor endurance and the low 
resistance which often accompanies underweight. If un- 
derweight is due to disease take WATE-ON under 
direction of your doctor. So don’t be Skinny . . . get 
new WATE-ON Tablets or Liquid Emulsion. ” Only 


$3 at druggists. 
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I Played At Marriage 


(Continued from Page 41) 


nonsense and let me get on with my 


Uh-uh. This is more fun.” And he’d 
the corners of my mouth until I smiled, 
| before I knew what was happening, 
id my arms locked around his neck and 


murmuring, “Kiss me again like that, 


irling.” 

[t was hard, it was nerve-racking, it was 
and crazy and funny. It was wonder- 
We'd make out all right, I knew. We'd 
sur housekeeping down to a better sys- 
in time so it wouldn’t be such a 
len; we'd find time for decent. leisurely 
ls instead of hurried improvisations out 
can. Everything would work out all 

[ knew it would! 

often I caught Wayne 

hing me soberly, questioningly, and I 

y what he was thinking. And every so 
after a hard day or a quarrel that 


But every so 


had ended in love-making. I'd have a 
strange dream—a dream in which I 
struggled up a mountain to escape Wayne, 
and then lost my nerve at the last moment 
and soared down into a net he held waiting 
to catch me. 


HAT PHASE of my existence ended 
abruptly on an afternoon in April, six 
months after we’d been married. Remem- 
bering that afternoon now, I suddenly felt 
that I couldn’t bear to be confined indoors. 
My housework wasn’t half done, I hadn’t 
shopped for dinner yet, but those things 
weren't important. I put on my coat and 
went out, walking across town to the park. 
On my way back I could stop at the market, 
I thought fleetingly, and then forgot it as 
quickly. 
I could shut my eyes and see every detail 
of that room. The bookcases, the open door 
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to the examination room, the curtains 9 
the windows, the wide, littered desk. | 
could hear Dr. Burnside’s calm voice say. 
ing, “I'd like you to come in once a month 
for prenatal care, Mrs. Harris. You're , 
little rundown.” 

I wasn’t angry, I was resentful, jug 
stunned and bewildered. A baby? Ye 
hadn’t wanted a child! Oh, later maybe 
but not now! What would we do? Wha 
would / do? And then, slowly but certainly, 
came the conviction that Wayne had 
wanted a child. No, he’d never said so— 
we'd never actually talked about it. [ 
taken it for granted he understood how | 
felt, and I’d taken it for granted he felt a 
I did. Now I knew he didn’t. 

A hundred little things flashed into my 
mind, as I went home from the doctor's 
office, things I'd only subconsciously noted 
at the time. The way Wayne played with 
the Wilson’s baby; the way he looked at 
Cathie Wilson when she was holding her 
child; the way his eyes followed a young 
couple on the street, wheeling a carriage: 
things he’d whispered to me at moments 
of drowsy sweetness when I cared only for 
the caress in his voice and not for the words 
he was saying: “Nothing could make me 
happier now, darling . . . almost nothing.” 
Almost! “We seem to grow together more 
and more, come closer all the time, sweet- 
heart ... one of these days we'll be closer 
still.” Wayne wanted to tie me down, and 
a baby would be the perfect way! 

Wayne was overjoyed. as I’d known he 
would be. And when he insisted that I stop 
working at once, for my health’s sake. | 
had to agree, remembering what the doctor 
had said. And besides, a curious lassitude 
seemed to be stealing over me as the weeks 
went on—a kind of contentment with my 
comparative idleness. although I'd once 
reveled in being busy. 

I found myself sitting for hours with 
Cathie Wilson, whose “contented cow” dis- 
position had irritated me so, talking the 
kind of woman-talk I’d despised, marveling 
at the progress of little Kitty, comparing 
notes on more intimate matters. I found 
myself becoming fascinated, in spite of my- 

self, by the knowledge that life was grow- 
ing within me. 

The workaday world seemed to fade and 
grow unimportant. I rebelled against that. 
I told myself, and Wayne too, that Id re- 
turn to work later, and even while I talked 
[ knew I wouldn’t, and Wayne knew it too. 
The knowledge was in his eyes when they 
rested on me, and I discovered something 
new and wonderful in the way he looked at 
me now. 

Maybe he’d been right all along. Maybe 
preserving my individuality wasn’t so im- 
portant. And anyway, I didn’t have to 
let myself go like Cathie Wilson. and be- 
come nothing but a mirror-image of a man’s 
likes and dislikes. I could still be myself! 
Heavens, didn’t some women, mothers of 
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large families, write books and paint and 
so into politics? 

‘ Wayne babied me terribly, and I loved 
i, Since Dr. Burnside aided and abetted 
him in babying me, my conscience didn’t 
hurt me, although privately I knew I wasn’t 
ys rundown or delicate as the two of them 
seemed to imagine. Just the same, it was 
good to take things easy. Maybe I was just 
alittle sicker and more tired than I ought 
to be. But doctors always made a mystery 
out of the simplest thing, and looked sober 
as judges. to impress you. They took it for 
ganted that a woman didn’t have any 
sense, and issued warnings of all kinds. 
To oblige Wayne. who seemed impressed 
by the doctor’s warnings, I did everything 
they told me, sensible or not. 

Another few weeks. and I’d have my 
baby. My own baby—Wayne’s—to hold in 
my arms, and nurse, and bathe and adore! 
Iwas so filled with the thought that there 
wasn’t room in me for anything else— 
recollections of the past or plans for the 
future. 

They took me to the hospital, at last, 
Wayne sitting beside me and holding my 
hand, and looking as if he needed hearten- 
ing a good deal more than I did. I smiled 
up at him and said, “Everything will be all 
right, darling.” 


HERE WERE HOURS of waiting— 

hours that went on longer, I began to 
guess, than they should. Dr. Burnside came 
in, and went out, and came back with an- 
other doctor, and they wore that blank ex- 
pression that doctors wear when they don’t 
want you to know what’s happening. 

They moved me at last, and gave me 
something to ease the pains, and I drifted 
of on a surging tide of blackness shot 
through with flashes of bright color. There 
were terrifying and 
things, and pain that came and went, 
voices that seemed to roar, and then I be- 
gan to sink under the blackness. I tried 
to call out to them that I was drowning, 
and nobody heard and the blackness closed 
over my head. 

There was a nurse sitting beside me. 
Iwas back in my room again, but when I 
tried to lift my head to look around, I was 
too weak. I remembered, then, and said to 
the nurse. “Can I see my baby now?” 

She smiled and told me to rest and that 
the doctor would be in, which wasn’t any 
answer at all and I began to cry. She 
went to the door, looking frightened, and 
called someone. 

The doctor came in and sat beside me, 
and took my hand. I knew then that 
something was wrong—horribly, unthink- 
ably wrong. He tried not to tell me, but 
after a while he did. I lay there and stared 
up at the ceiling, and he began to talk 
again, saying I was lucky to come through 
itso well, but I didn’t answer. 


shadows formless 


When he stopped, I asked him, “Was it a 
boy or a girl?” 

He frowned and his mouth twisted as if 
something had hurt him suddenly. but his 
voice was gentle and quiet. 

“Don’t ask about it. It won’t help. You 
don’t want to know. Try to think of it as— 
well, as if you’d just had an operation, 
that’s all.” 

No, I didn’t want to know. It didn’t mat- 
ter. An operation that’s all it was. I told 
Wayne so when he came in that night. His 
face twisted. and he said, “Oh. sweetheart, 
don’t—don’t be hard about it. I know how 
you feel. You don’t have to hide it.” 

“An operation, that’s all,” I said again. 
“Now I’m cured and finished with it. Like 
having an appendix out. See, I’m being 
sensible. Once you’ve had your appendix 
out, you know, you can’t ever have appendi- 
citis again.” 

He looked at 
drawn, and sighed. but he didn’t say any 
Ten day they let him take 


me. his face lined and 


more. later. 
me home. 

People came to see me. and sympathized, 
and said all the pointless things that proved 
they couldn’t possibly understand how I 
felt. Things like. “You'll be lucky next 
time, dear.” Next time! Did they imagine 
I’d ever allow there to be a “next time”? 

Wayne waited on me. bought me presents 
until I asked him not to, tried to help me 
all he could. I was quite well again, I told 
him. and I’d do the housework. There 
wasn’t any need of his doing it for me 
after he’d worked hard all day, and we 
couldn’t afford to have him buying me 
presents. 

I couldn’t explain to him how I felt, 
either. Maybe it was mostly because I 
didn’t feel at all. I was empty. like a dried 
shell. My looks came back. as I grew 
stronger, but there was nothing inside 
them. Nothing. When I looked at Wayne, 
I had to remind myself that this man was 
my husband, not a stranger. I had to re- 
mind myself that the Wilsons were friends, 
not people I’d never seen before. But ac- 
tually, they were nothing to me. I’d lost 
the capacity to feel anything for anyone. 


THINK Wayne finally understood, one 

night two months afterward. It was late, 
and we were both tired. Cathie knocked on 
our door to borrow a bottle opener, and 
Wayne got it from the kitchen. She must 
have left her door open, because as she 
turned to go, the sound of little Kitty’s 
voice, crying. came to me and I knew I 
turned pale. Wayne was looking at me 
at the time. 

He closed the door, then came to me 
and took me in his arms. “Poor darling,” 
he murmured. “I wish I could make you 
$top torturing yourself like this!” 

“T’m all right,” I said, standing motion- 
less in his arms. 

“You're nat, Caroline. I know how ter- 


ribly you feel. but try to accept it, honey, 
don’t keep fighting it. We still have each 
other, and that’s what matters. As long 
as we love each other, we can take any- 
thing and go on hoping!” 

He laughed softly and tilted up my chin 
with one hand. “You haven’t forgotten 
you’ve got a husband who’s in love with 
you, have you, darling?” 

He bent his head and kissed me—kissed 
me again, his arms tightening, his lips de- 
manding. Then he must have sensed the — 
stillness, the emptiness in me. He let me 
go, staring hard at me. I hated to hurt 
him like that, but I couldn’t help it. There 
was nothing left in me to respond to love— 
nothing. I stood as I had stood while he 
was kissing me—arms at my sides, stiff, my 
mouth cold—my heart cold. He understood 
then, I think. 

That had been a month ago. Now, as I 
turned my steps wearily home from the 
park, I told myself, “It’s impossible. We 
can’t go on like this. It isn’t fair to him any 
more than to me.” 

We'd have to face it. Tonight, when he 
came home from work. I'd tell him. I’d 
make him understand. Whether he liked it 
or not, whether he approved or not, I was 
finished with trying to be just a wife and 
a housewife. I was going back to my work, 
in the hope that it might bring life back to 
me. I’d tried his way and it hadn’t worked. 
Now I'd go back to my way. 

We'd been happy enough, I’d remind 
him, when I was working before I became 
pregnant. Maybe the housework suffered, 
maybe the apartment wasn’t anything I’d 
want photographed for a home decorating 
magazine, but I’d had something to live 
for, I’d been alive and felt alive! 

I’d tell him what I’d told him when he 
asked me to marry him. “I’ve got to be 
myself,” I’d say to him. “I’ve tried being 
what you’ve always wanted me to be— 
just your wife. and nothing else. and it 
didn’t work. You can’t say I didn’t try. 
Can you ask me to go through all that 
again?” 

I’d say to him, “You’ve been trying to 
make a nonentity of me all along, just a 
nice, contented little housewife like Cathie 
Wilson. She’s just your idea of what a wife 
should be, isn’t she? 

“But I’m not cut out that way, Wayne! 
Haven’t I proved that? Can’t you see that 
I can’t live like that?” 

And if he said, “I never urged you to 
quit working, I never forbade you to go 
back to work,” I’d have an answer for that, 
too. 

“You were delighted when I had to quit. 
You never forbade me, no, but you’ve let 
me know how you feel in every way pos- 
sible! You’d like to see me have babies 
and forget all about my career, and just be 
‘the little woman,’ wouldn’t you? Well, I 
can’t. I’m going back to work, Wayne.” 
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ESTERDAY it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 
bee and wonders: why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a ‘“‘toad- 
stool” that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
derly growth .. . and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 


The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
—growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
on this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 





Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 
Your contributions to the American 
Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 
tomorrow. 


Remember: Cancer 
can strikeanyone. But AM F RI OA 
you can strike back 
hard with your dol- 
lars. Send your gift to ( AN CER 
CANCER in care of 
your local post office. S () ¢ E]Y 
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And if I had to, I'd say, “Maybe it was 
sl] a mistake from the start, Wayne. May- 
he we were never meant for each other 
atall.” It would be the truth, wouldn’t it? 
Oh, maybe if things had been different, 
but could we ever recapture the wonder 
and the delight of being in love that we’d 
known on our honeymoon? Did I really 
love him? 

I looked at my watch as I entered the 
apartment and was startled. He’d be home 
ina minute and [ hadn’t dinner ready— 
hadn’t even got things for dinner. And 
even while I realized it, I heard his step in 
the hallway. 

He came in. Before I had a chance to 
apologize for not having dinner, he said, 
“Caroline. I’ve got something to tell you.” 

He seated himself in his arm chair, 
cocked one leg over the arm and grinned 
at me. 

“Caroline. I’ve decided that the best 
thing for you to do is to go back to work— 
if you still want to, that is.” 

I could only stare at him, my mouth 
agape. 

“lve been thinking about it all after- 
noon, honey,” he went on. “I guess you’re 
right and I’ve been wrong. You always 
taked about wanting to keep your own 
personality, about not wanting to be just 


cious impulses were stirring that I hadn’t 
felt in many a long. cold month. 

It had taken this crazy, stunning sacri- 
fice on his part to wake me up to it—but 
the answer to everything that tormented 
me was growing crystal clear now. Only 
a few moments ago I’d been asking myself 
if I really loved him—if I ever had loved 
him—and now every atom of my being was 
crying out joyously with longing for him. 
But that wasn’t all. That just showed me 
what a silly little goop I was, not knowing 
myself any better than that. 

The startling, wonderful thing was that 
I knew now, beyond any doubt, what I had 
to do—what I wanted to do with all my 
heart and soul to stop myself from being 
torn apart between my need of him and 
my rebellion against being engulfed by 
him. It would be so simple—so wonderful 
—so easy! 

All I had to do was transfer all the in- 
terest and energy I’d been spending on 
other people’s houses into my own home! 
Instead of worrying about the color scheme 
of Mrs. So-and-So’s living room, I’d worry 
about my Instead of designing an- 
other woman’s kitchen so she could get 
her husband’s meals more efficiently, I’d 
think about Wayne’s comfort and well- 
being. And if I had to plan a nursery. 


why— 


own. 
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another little housewife—and I was afraid 
of it. You see, I love you so much I want 
you to be all mine, and I 
couldn’t help thinking you were holding 
back, keeping yourself free. But I can see 
now I’ve been wrong. I’ve only made things 
harder for you.” 

He hitched up the knee of his trousers 
and said earnestly, “I’ve been greedy, 
Caroline. If I can have only part of you— 
why I want what I can have. 
just have to be free. 

“You were never cut out to tie yourself 
toa man, a house, babies. You’ve got all 
that talent and you have to use it. So I 
want you to go back to work, as soon as 
you like.” 

He paused a moment, then continued, 
‘Tye figured out ways to make things 
easier for you. I guess I never really tried 
to learn to do housework the right way, 
helping you was just sort of a game with 
me. But I promise I’ll learn, so you don’t 
have to do it all. And I figure I can manage 
tohave a maid in here twice a week if I cut 
down a little here and there.” 

There was something very strange going 
inside me. I felt as if some icy barrier 
had burst and life, in a hot, gushing tor- 
tent, was pouring through me, firing my 
veins, pounding in my heart. Mad, deli- 


sweetheart, 


I guess you 





I sprang up and got into his lap and 
wound my “Dar- 
I said happily. “I’m never going back 
I just 


arms around his neck. 
ling,” 
to work—not unless you make me! 
want to stop running away from myself— 
and from you! Because there isn’t any- 
thing in the world grander that I can be 
than just your wife!” 


He stared at me. “Caroline—when in the 


world did you decide on that? I mean— 


I’ve always thought—” 
I stopped his stammering bewilderment 
Cathie had been right, I 


I'd never been happy be- 


with my mouth. 
was thinking. 
cause I’d never given in, never surrendered 
unconditionally. I’d never glimpsed, as I 
did now, that if I merged myself gladly 
with my love, he and I would have so much 
more than separately. 

And I also realized for the first time, 
that all along I'd been playing at marriage 
—just as I had with my dolls and doll 
house. If Wayne was willing to make even 
greater sacrifices to make our marriage 
go, then the least I could do was work at 
it too, 

“When did I decide that. darling?” I 
snuggled up close to him. “I guess I’ve 
known it all along. I just decided today 


not to fight it any longer!” 
THE END 
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One Night Of Sin 


(Continued from Page 19) 


my legs as he put the car in gear and 
headed for the road. 

“Waiting long?” I asked. 

“For you, I would have waited much 
longer,” he replied. I looked up at him 
nd saw the desire in his eyes and the 
mile on his face. He started talking then 
about the combo at the Red Rooster and 
he tap dancer who would be there from 
the city. I relaxed, listening to his smooth 
hatter, and once when he pulled me closer 

d whispered. “You know I’m crazy about 
ou, don’t you?” I felt as if I was pretty 
ose to heaven. 

The Red Rooster was just like Eddie had 
iid me. There was a bar, a somewhat 
iakeshift stage. and some battered tables 
round a large space for dancing. It was 
till early so we almost had the place to 
Eddie ordered drinks from a 
iitress with dyed hair and then we got 
» to dance. The combo might have been 
laying flat as a pancake but once I was 

Eddie’s arms. I wouldn’t have known 
at all. He held me tight against him and 

hands caressed my bare shoulders. 

hen we went back to the table and Eddie 

irted pouring liquor in a glass for me, 
ot a little scared. 

‘I—I can’t go back to the meeting with 

uor on my breath.” I told him. 

Don’t worry baby. I’ve got some little 

ly things that will take care of that 

t fine. Come on. be a sport.” 
| hesitated only for a moment and then 

sed the glass to my lips. 

rhe liquor made me feel light and fuzzy 
id when we got up to dance again, my 

seemed to fairly float off the floor. 
Easy. baby,” Eddie said and drew me so 
nse that I could hardly move. Every 
ve of me seemed to be molded against 
body and wherever we touched, I felt 

if a thousand flames were burning be- 


i! selves. 


een us. 
Let’s get out of here.”’ Eddie murmured 
my ear, and although we still hadn’t 
seen the tap dancer, I didn’t mind a bit 
hen Eddie led me out into the warm 
imer night. 
We drove until we were about half a 
ile from the church grounds and then Ed- 
lie pulled the car off into a grove of trees 
nd flicked off the lights. I knew that I 
should have put up some kind of argument 
r acted as if I didn’t know what was hap- 
ing but we turned to each other at the 
same instant and when he pulled me hard 
igainst his chest, his lips meeting mine in 
hard, burning kiss, there was nothing 
that I could do even if I had wanted to. 
\ll the lonely frustration that was locked 
ip inside me flooded over into a torrent 
f emotion and I surrendered completely 
to the sweet ecstasy of the moment. 
\fterwards, everything seemed strangely 
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quiet as if in the afterglow of our passion 
there was nothing else on earth that ex- 
isted but us. 

Suddenly, however, I was faced with the 
greatest terror I had ever known. We had 
barely heard the sound of footsteps ap- 
proaching and turned to see who it was, 
when the car door on my side was wrenched 
open and there stood Dad and Lloyd Jack- 
son! 

As long as I live. I'll never forget the 
fear that exploded in me as Dad pulled me 
bodily from Eddie’s car. 

“Get out, you slut!” Dad’s voice was 
like ice and his eyes were wicked with 
anger. I started to say something but one 
look at Eddie and it died in my throat. 
He was actually trembling as Lloyd and 
Dad glared at him and both his easy as- 
surance and masterfulness that had so im- 
pressed me just a few minutes before were 
completely gone. He was just plain scared 
stiff! 

Dad was saying. “You thought nobody 
saw you sneak off from the revival meeting 
but Lloyd did and like it was his Christian 
duty to do. he came and told me. He fig- 
ured that you were up to something mighty 
peculiar. We been looking all over these 
woods for you, and now we find you acting 
like a common hussy in this buzzard’s car. 

“See here. Mr. Parker. your daughter 
just asked me to show her a little fun for 
a change and I obliged. You can’t blame 
a guy for that.” I was so shocked at Ed- 
die’s attempt to put all the blame on me 
that I stared at him as if I were seeing him 
for the first time. He had a sickly grin on 
his face and his eyes were darting from 
Dad to Lloyd as if trying to figure out a 
way to escape. 

“That isn’t fair.” I heard myself saying. 
“You begged me to go with you.” That 
wasn’t exactly true either but [ was so mad 
with Eddie that I didn’t care. 

Then Dad said. “Both of you are nothing 
but lying trash. We know what you done 
back in these trees.” He turned to Eddie 
then, “I brought that girl up right but she 
must have an evil streak in her somewhere. 
That don’t matter now because you was the 
one responsible for bringing it out and 
who knows what might happen. She might 
even be in trouble right now. Well, you’re 
going to do right by her or else. She’s still 
under-age and you know I can have you 
thrown in jail if you don’t.” Lloyd seemed 
somewhat surprised at this and started to 
say something to Dad but finally thought 
better of it and started back toward his 
car. Eddie had gone pale as a ghost and 
he kept nervously smoothing down his hair. 
He looked down on the ground and gave a 
big sigh. I knew then that he had resigned 
himself to having to marry me but at that 
moment I knew that marrying him was the 





last thing on earth that I wanted to do, 





THE NEXT few days were a nightmy 

beyond belief. Dad made it clear 
he was having nothing more to do with» 
after he got me married off to Eddie » 
Belle went around with a sneer on her fy: 
every time she looked at me. When al] {jj 
red tape was cut, Eddie and I were my 
ried in the parsonage by Reverend Den 
with Dad, Belle, and Mrs. Dennis lookin 
on. We repeated our vows, sullenly ay 
bitterly. There was nothing in the wor 
holy about that marriage! 

We started out for the city right after tly 
ceremony and if I had thought it would} 
any better after we got there, I was sad) 
mistaken. Eddie’s place was in a rickey 
frame apartment house. When we went in 
one of the doors on the first floor openej 
and a girl stepped out. She was framed jy 
the light behind her and you could tell thy 
she was quite pretty. I thought she wa 
going to say something to us but she didn} 
and Eddie didn’t even act as if he kney 
her. We went up the dim stairway to th 
second floor and I could hear rats scurry 
ing in the peeling wallpaper. 

When Eddie flung open the door to his 
apartment and we stepped inside. I almog 
wanted to sit down and cry. There wer 
liquor bottles, papers. and dirty clothe 
everywhere. The front room was filled with 
sagging furniture and the kitchen was jus 
a cubbyhole. At least the bed in the bed. 
room was made but the spread was dirty 
and the mirror over the old-fashioned van- 
ity had two big cracks in it. Eddie, after 
depositing our suitcases on the floor, stood 
with his hands on his hips and said: “Well 
Miss high and mighty. aren’t you going to 
tell me how you like your new home? I'l 
admit this isn’t exactly the bridal suite a! 
some fancy hotel, but I wasn’t exactly ex 
pecting to bring home a bride.” 

“Don’t rub it in,” I shouted. “Okay. 9 
you didn’t intend to marry me. well I'm 
not so happy about marrying you either » 
we both might as well try to make the bes 
of a bad deal.” His face turned ugly with 
anger and he grabbed the hat he had just 
taken off a minute before. 

“If you think I’m going to sit up here in 
this dump and play your ever-lovin’ hus 
band, you’ve got another thing coming. | 
married you because your old man threat: 
ened to throw me in jail if I didn’t. Well 
now I’ve done it and as far as I’m com 
cerned, that’s all I have to do for you.” 
He stalked out then, slamming the door 
behind him and causing flakes of plaster 
to drift down from the ceiling. 

I sat there on the worn couch and cried 
bitter tears. After a while though I got 
hold of myself and decided that I had bet 
ter start trying to make the best of a bad 
bargain and maybe Eddie would sooner o 
later decide to go along with the idea. I 
cleaned the place up as best I could, 
throwing out all the old beer cans and 
liquor bottles. Then I took a shower in the 
pint sized bathroom and slipped into MY 
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one good nightgown. I| crawled into the 
jumpy bed to await my husband. It must 
have been nearly midnight when he came 
home and I could tell from the way he 
swayed as he undressed that he had been 
drinking. He looked at me out of glazed 
eyes but neither of us said a word. He 
flicked out the light and crawled in be- 
side me. As he reached for me, a wave of 
repulsion swept over me but it was quickly 
gone, and I passively submitted to his al- 
most brutal passion. 

Eddie was as good as his word. If I 
thought he was going to change into an 
ever-loving husband. I was dead wrong. He 
was more often a surly, untidy stranger 
who didn’t even seem to notice my efforts 
at trying to make that awful apartment 
into a home. He complained about my be- 
ing “country” and even insinuated that I 
had arranged with Dad and Lloyd to be 
caught with him. Most of the time I just 
kept my mouth shut when he started in 
on me but sometimes I couldn’t take it any 
more and would start yelling back at him 
like a regular fishwife. He seemed to get 
some cruel enjoyment out of making me 
lose my temper and afterwards might even 
be halfway decent. Anyway. his job kept 
him away anywhere from one to two weeks 
dt a time so I didn’t have him around all 
the time. It got so that I almost dreaded 
thought of the week or two that he would 
be home because the fights would start all 
over again. 

Maybe if I could have made friends in 
the neighborhood things wouldn’t have 
been so bad but I was naturally shy and 
the rough kind of people that lived in that 
neighborhood were not the kind I wanted 
to be friends with. I had thought maybe 
the girl we had seen when we came in that 
night might be someone I would get to 
know but it didn’t turn out that way. She 
seemed to avoid me and except for one time 
she barely spoke. That one time had been 
ina neighborhood beauty parlor where she 
worked and where I had gone to get my 
hair done. While the girl who was doing 
my hair made a phone call. she came over 
to talk. 

“Don’t you live in the same building I 
do?” she asked. blowing cigarette smoke 
from between her full red lips. 

“Yes,” I answered. “I’m Margie Ran- 
some. I think I’ve seen you around.” 

“'m Ella. the girl downstairs.” 
laughed as if she had made a big joke. 

I didn’t know exactly what to say but I 
went on. “You probably knew my husband 
hefore we were married. Eddie Ransome. 
He’s lived in the apartment for quite some 
time, I guess.” 

The red lips came together and the smile 
disappeared. She smoothed a hand over 
her long black hair and replied, “Oh sure, 
Iknew Eddie. Just casual acquaintances,” 
and she emphasized the casual. “I never 
thought any girl could get him to the altar, 
least of all—well, you never know, do 


she 


you?” The look she gave me was pure dirt 
and I was so mad that I might have told 


her off. but she quickly turned to go back 
to her booth, her hips swaying boldly as 
she walked. 

Later, I thought maybe I had been too 
sensitive and that Ella really hadn’t meant 
anything, but the next time I saw her she 
didn’t speak and I knew that for some 
reason she didn’t want to be friends with 
me. 

Without any other outlet. it was no won- 
der that I started turning to the liquor bot- 
tle for comfort. At first it wasn’t very much 
—just a couple of drinks to get me through 
the day. Then there were more and more 
drinks and finally I had to start counting 
the bottles. When Eddie discovered my 
craving for liquor. he thought it real funny 
at first. Then he started calling me a lush 
and hiding the whiskey from me. This just 
made me want it that much more. When 
he was out on the road. I would take some 
of the money he had left for food and buy 
liquor. It got so that a bigger and bigger 
portion of the food money was going for 
whiskey. I started neglecting the place 
and it was soon right back in the same con- 
dition that it was when I first moved in. 
Then when Eddie would come home. our 
arguments were worse and worse since now 
I was half high most of the time. All in all. 
our marriage was turning into one big 
mess! 


(7E HAD BEEN 
W 


nonths the night that everything came 
to a head. Eddie was home off the road 
and we had spent most of the time drinking 
and bickering. After supper he had said 
he couldn’t stand to look at me or the place 
another minute and had left. I started 
drinking again right after he left and was 
pretty well loaded along about ten o’clock 


married about seven 


when I heard the downstairs door open and 
then voices. One of them sounded like Ed- 
die’s. I staggered up off the couch. clutch- 
ing my old wrapper around me and quietly 
opened our door. I Eddie’s 
voice and a woman’s but [I couldn’t make 


could hear 
out what they were saying. 

I tiptoed to the top of the stairs and 
almost lost my balance as I made out the 
two figures in the gloom below. It 
Eddie and Ella. their bodies glued in a 
tight embrace. He was kissing her and 
running his hands through her hair. I 
heard her moan softly as he pressed her 


was 


closer to her door. fumbling behind her 
for the knob. My whiskey-numbed brain 
started clearing and filled with righteous 
anger as I saw Eddie open the door and 
practically lift Ella back inside. As the 
door closed behind them. I rushed back 
into our apartment to get sick. 

Blindly then I paced the floor. my imag- 
ination full of what I knew was going on 
downstairs. I thought about breaking in on 
them but the thought of such a scene was 
more than I could take. There was just one 
thing that I was certain of and that was the 
fact that my joke of a marriage was over. 
I just couldn’t continue with it any longer. 
Time passed quickly as things tumbled 
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around in my head and suddenly I heard 
Eddie’s key in the lock. 

He had hardly gotten inside when I 
shrieked, “How dare you! You walk in 
here after being with that black-haired 
hussy just like you were coming home from 
church!” Eddie quickly closed the door 
but there was nothing but contempt in his 
eyes as they swept over me from my dis- 

rdered hair to the dirty wrapper. 

And why wouldn’t I be with Ella when 
ill I have waiting for me at home is a 
sloppy lush-head of a wife?” His eyes 
were cold and hard and his mustache 
twitched like it always did when he was 
ad, but I didn’t care. 

Don’t you call me a lush-head!” I 
elled back at him. “I never even tasted 
whisky until you gave me my first drink 
ind if you had acted halfway decent like 

husband ought to, I wouldn’t be drinking 


now 


Who’re you kiddin’?” he sneered. “You 
may have fooled your old man and that 
dumb farmer, but you never fooled me for 
1 minute. Not the way you guzzled it down 
when I offered it to you. You’re a born 
liquor-head. Look at you now, can’t even 
stand up straight. Dirty and ugly as sin. 
[f you think I’m hangin’ around you when 
there’s better to be had and real close by 
too. well you’re crazy.” 

| don’t have to take that,” I answered. 

[—I’ll get a divorce.” 

Eddie laughed, a real nasty kind of 
laugh. “That’s a joke. Divorces take money 
ind you don’t have any except what I give 

You sure can’t go back to Daddy be- 

he wouldn’t touch you with a ten- 

pole. No baby, you’re stuck with me 

til I decide I want out. Right now, you’re 

nvenience because as long as I’ve got 

vife. other dames can’t put on too much 

sure. You dig? Now that I’ve gotten 

a cool reception at home, maybe I'll 

eo back to where things are a little 

ner.” He went out then not even both- 

ring to slam the door and I flung myself 

down on the couch to cry as I had never 
cried before. 

It was daybreak when I finally woke up 

the sun was streaming in the dingy 
I raised my head with some diffi- 
ilty because it felt like it weighed at least 
ton and my mouth was all nasty and 
fuzzy inside. The night before flashed 
icross my mind and I quickly got up and 
opened the bedroom door to see if Eddie 
in there. He wasn’t but I could see 
from the way his things were scattered 
iround that he had been there and gone. 
[here was a note propped up on the night 
stand and it was short and to the point. 
He was off on the road again and I could 
expect him back when I saw him. He was 
leaving money for food which did not in- 
clude liquor so if I wanted to drink I would 
The tears threatened to 
start again but I caught hold of myself and 
grimly decided that I had better do some 
thinking and fast. I wanted a drink so bad 
| had knots in my stomach but instead I 
08 


1dows. 


have to starve. 


made myself a pot of hot black coffee and 
while the medicine-like stuff was going 
down I started making plans. There had 
been one thing that Eddie was wrong about. 
I did have money besides what he gave me. 
Stuffed back in an old stocking which I 
had almost forgotten was the nest-egg that 
was to have been my ticket away from Dad 
and Belle and the farm. True enough, it 
wasn’t enough for a divorce, but it could 
help me get by until I could get a job and 
start taking care of myself. 

With my mind made up, I was filled with 
a new burst of energy. I cleaned up the 
mess in the apartment. getting rid of liquor 
bottles and beer cans. vowing that I would 
never touch that poison again. I took a hot 
bath, fixed my hair in a smooth page-boy 
and put on my one good suit. If I was 
going to look for a job I was going to start 
right away and although I didn’t know 
exactly what I could find, I had seen sev- 
eral employment agencies around the 
neighborhood and they would do for a 
starting point. 

As I went out of the front door, I met 
Ella coming in, a red shiny dress clinging 
to her hips and a big black purse swinging 
beside her. The look she gave me let me 
know that she knew I had found out about 
her and my husband and when she spoke 
her voice was a shade on the too nice side. 

“Hello, Mrs. Ransome.” I caught the 
sarcasm but strangely enough. I didn’t even 
mind. I knew that I didn’t even care 
enough about Eddie to be jealous. My 
pride had been hurt more than anything 
else but now that I had made up my mind 
to get out. there wasn’t any room in my 
heart for false pride. I just felt like a slave 
who had discovered the underground rail- 
way to freedom! 


T TOOK me four days to finally find a 

job. I was getting a little worried be- 
cause I planned on being gone when Eddie 
got back and I couldn’t be sure when that 
would be. Finally though, I had landed a 
job as waitress at a little cafe across the 
street from a new colored high school. It 
was on the other side of town from where 
I had been staying and the people were a 
lot better off. The owner of the place was 
a big quiet guy with kind of sad brown 
eyes—like a cocker spaniel’s. He told me 
that I would be a sort of combination wait- 
ress and handy-woman since he was just 
opening up and couldn’t afford any more 
help. My lack of experience didn’t seem 
to bother him and although the salary was 
small, he pointed out that there would 
probably be a raise when the kids started 
back to school and business picked up. 

As luck would have it. I found a nice 
furnished room not far from the cafe. It 
was in the private home of an elderly lady 
who was on a pension and wanted to rent 
a room to help her stretch her small check. 
So, exactly six days after that awful scene 
with Eddie, I moved out of the apartment, 
leaving nothing but a note letting him 
know that I was through with our marriage 


and would be getting a divorce as soon as 
I could earn the money. 

I think those first few months, on my 
own for the first time in my life, were the 
happiest that I had ever known. Wally 
Spencer was as good a boss as I could 
have found and true to his word, I got a 
small raise after school started and kids 
from the high school started jamming the 
little place after school hours. It was just 
heaven to me to listen to their chatter about 
football games, dances, and favorite teach. 
ers. I learned a lot, too, about the kind of 
clothes to wear and things like that from 
watching the girls and listening to them 
talk although I was much too shy to make 
friends with any of them. It was hard to 
believe that not too long before I had been 
in high school, now I was a woman who 
had left her husband and had to work 
eight hours a day to keep from starving. 

As the months passed, I learned a lot too 
about my boss. And what I learned, I liked. 
He was an orphan who had been brought 
up by distant cousins of his mother. He 
had joined the Navy at seventeen and after 
seven years had finally decided that he 
wasn’t cut out for a career in the service. 
So, barely three months before I came 
looking for a job. he had been discharged 
and had invested his savings in the cafe. 
He was a good businessman and already 
was making it pay but more than that, he 
was the gentlest, kindest fellow that I had 
ever met. He had seen actual combat in 
the Korean War and it had left some pretty 
deep scars. 

“It’s like this. Margie.” he would say. 
“T thought I had it pretty rough. I mean 
not having any father or mother. just some 
relatives who were indifferent as to whether 
you came or went. But then I saw how bad 
other folks halfway across the world. had 
it and I thanked God for the little I did 
have.” 

“T never saw much but the farm I was 
raised on.” I replied, “but it sure must 
have been bad from what people say.” 

“No you wouldn’t know Margie. You're 
so young and so decent you wouldn’t know 
about half the rotten things in this world.” 

I had to turn quickly away then so he 
wouldn’t see the pain in my eyes. That’s 
a laugh. I thought. Me, decent! I hadn't 
touched a drink since I left Eddie but | 
could still remember how drunk I used to 
get. More than that. I had been forced to 
get married because of something pretty 
indecent that I had done. But Wally didn’t 
know this. All he knew about me was that. 
after finishing high school, I had come to 
the city from a small farm and lived quiet- 
ly now in a nice furnished room in a pri- 
vate home. I was a good worker and 
seemed interested in making something of 
myself. He often teased me about not 
going out with some of the fellows who 
would ask me from time to time and ac- 
cepted my explanation that I didn’t like 
to go out much and anyway, I was study- 
ing so I could pass the entrance exams to 
Junior College when I got enough money 
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saved. So, to him I was young and decent 
and I couldn’t bring myself to tell him any 
different. 

I had been working for Wally nearly six 
months when I finally started divorce pro- 
ceedings. Much to my relief, the lawyer 
I went to was able to handle all the de- 
tails without any publicity or without even 
any need for me to see Eddie personally. 
Surprisingly, too, Eddie didn’t even put 
up any kind of fuss at all, probably be- 
cause I wasn’t asking anything of him but 
my freedom. So, in less time than I had 
dreamed possible, I was a single woman 
again. 

With the burden of that awful marriage 
lifted, I felt like a new person and to make 
things just about perfect. Wally asked me 
out for the first time. He had gotten tickets 
toa road company musical and shyly had 
asked if I would go with him. I accepted 
with a singing heart. 

After that, we started seeing quite a lot 
of each other after business hours and he 
even stopped by for me on the way to work 
and dropped me home at night. I became 
more and more aware of a new feeling in- 
side me, not like the crying need that I 
had felt with Eddie. but instead, a kind of 
peaceful glow that came over me every 
time Wally smiled at me or touched my 
hand.. I was walking in a rosy haze, but 
always in the back of my mind was the 
nagging fear that if Wally ever found out 
about my past. he would surely despise me. 


NE NIGHT, after we had been to a 

show. Wally decided on the spur of 
the moment to drive down to the beach. It 
was a lovely night and somehow even be- 
fore he stopped the car on a sandy bluff 
overlooking the water. I knew this was the 
moment he had chosen to tell me he loved 
me. What could I do? What was I going 
to say? 

“It’s nice down here.” he said. “When 
I was lying in some muddy foxhole in 
Korea, I would think about this place and 
how I would like to bring a girl down here 
sometime.” 

“And just how many have you brought. 
Romeo?” I laughed gaily. trying not to be 
nervous. 

“Oh, I didn’t mean just any girl,” he an- 
swered. “I meant like you. 
You’re not like most other girls I’ve known, 
out for what they can get from a man, 
thinking of nothing but drinking, going to 
parties, and new clothes. You’re really de- 
cent. You’re the kind of girl a man wants 
omarry and spend the rest of his life with 


somebody 


—so sweet and innocent that the vows 
really mean something, not ‘just until I 
,° 


can find something better’. 

I wanted desperately to cry out for him 
to stop talking, stop saying the words I 
wanted to hear so much because I didn’t 
deserve them and he wouldn’t be saying 
them if he really knew about my past. But 
suddenly I was in his arms and the kiss 
he gave me was not only deep and passion- 
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but more sweetly satisfying than any 
[ had ever known. 

[ frantically pushed him away, afraid of 
his feeling that had drawn us closer and 
loser together. “No, Wally! Please!” 

“What’s the matter, Margie?” he asked. 
‘Don’t you realize that I’ve been propos- 
I thought you cared for me 

way I do for you.” 

[ was sick as I looked at his face so 
liet now and so anxious. “I don’t know 
[ feel,” I said. “Just take me home. 
He must have heard the near 
anic in my voice because with a deep and 
izzied sigh, he turned from me and si- 
ently drove me home. 

The next day, Wally stopped by as usual 

take me to work. Neither of us men- 
med the night before. I busied myself as 
oon as we got to the cafe and tried to 
keep the conversation as impersonal as 
ossible. yet sometimes I would catch him 
oking at me real funny as if he were try- 
ng to figure something out. After the rush 
ours. when the place was empty, we both 

it down in one of the back booths for a 

p of coffee like we always did and I was 
fraid that he would take this chance to 

irt questioning me about my behavior 
the night before. It was just as we took 

seats, though that it happened. 
The bell over the front door jangled and 
quickly got up to go around the corner. 
glad of the interruption. But when I saw 
who it was, my blood froze. It was Eddie 
nd Ella and even though it was still early 
the evening, they were both pretty well 
oaded. 


y to you?’ 


please 


Well. look who it is, Ella.” Eddie 
neered. “my ex-wife working in a cheap 
hash house.” 


Ella. clinging to his arm as tightly as the 
bottle green dress was clinging to her, re- 
“And they don’t even serve liquor 

here. either.” Then looking around. 
Wonder where she hides the stuff, or 
maybe she’s on the wagon?” 

[ heard myself asking coldly, “What can 
[ do for you?” but all I could think of was 
Wally, sitting in that back booth, unseen 
by these two but able to hear every word 
they said. 

Eddie was answering me. “Sugar, there’s 
nothing you can do for me now except act 

> to your ex-husband. I wouldn’t have 
even come in this joint if Ella hadn’t 
thought a cup of coffee might clear our 
heads up a little. Not that we’re high or 
inything, understand, but you know how 
it is.’ He giggled then and all the hate 
[ had felt for him in those terrible months 
of our marriage swept over me like a wave. 

Get out!” I choked, not caring anymore 
whether Wally heard or not. “Get out of 
here and crawl back in your hole!” 

Eddie laughed some more but Ella, her 
eyes blazing leaned over the counter at me. 

Look here, sister, he’s not your husband 
iny more and you can’t go telling him what 
to do and for that matter, me either. If I 
want to stay in here, I stay see.” 

Eddie pushed Ella back and leaned over 


plied 


in my face, his hot breath reeking of whis- 
key. “Don’t pay any attenshun to her, 
honey. Maybe I’m sorry now I let you have 
that divorce. You gotta admit you ain’t 
half as pretty when you’re drunk as you 
are now.” 

Ella started screaming behind him. 
“Look you two-timin’ skunk, if she wasn’t 
good enough for you when you had her, 
she ain’t no better now! Anyway, you said 
you was marryin’ me and there ain’t no 
pistol-packin’ Daddy making you do it, 
either!” 

Eddie leaned over again. catching my 
arm, “Come on honey, don’t mind her. Let’s 
you and me start where we left off.” 

I started to scream but it died in my 
throat as suddenly Wally came out of the 
back where he had been sitting listening to 
all that dirt. I started sobbing wildly, 
hardly hearing as Wally almost pushed a 
cursing Eddie and a yelling Ella out of the 
door. It seemed as if I had been crying 
for hours when I finally made myself raise 
my head. Shocked. I saw that Wally had 
locked the front door and closed the blinds 
although we weren’t due to close for an- 
other couple of hours. He was standing at 
the other end of the counter from me and 
there was a look in his eyes that I had 
never seen before. 

“Well?” I asked. “Go on and say it! 
Now you know what I’m really like. I’m 
cheap like Eddie and Ella! Do you want 
to marry me now. now that you know I’m 
not the sweet innocent girl you thought I 
was but a divorced woman who used to be 
a drunk.” I put my head down on the 
counter and started crying even more bit- 
terly. Then Wally was there beside me 
and wonder of wonders. he was taking me 
in his arms and pleading with me not to 
cry. 

“Oh. my darling.” he whispered, “don’t 
cry like that. Of course its a shock for me 
to find out about that part of your life, but 
don’t you see? That doesn’t make any 
difference in the way I feel about you.” 





Amazed. I stopped crying and looked 
up at him. Instead of the anger and con. 
tempt I had expected to see, there was only 
gentleness and love. “Margie,” he said, 
“I know what you’re really like and the 
fact that you could have gone through al] 
that and still be so sweet and decent. just 
makes me think that much more of you.” 

““B—but you said you wanted a girl who 
was sweet and innocent,” I stammered, 
“Oh Wally, I’m not innocent anymore.” 

“Margie, darling.” Wally replied, “jus 
your saying that shows how innocent you 
really are. I’m glad to find out though that 
that’s all that’s worrying you. Last night, 
I thought that somehow I was physically 
repulsive to you and that’s why you acted 
so different after I'd kissed you. Now | 
know you had all this on your mind. Dar. 
ling, when I said innocent. I didn’t mean 
just innocence of body. I meant innocence 
like believing in the wonder of love and 
marriage and believing that hard work and 
determination can get you places that 
cheating and playing around can’t. These 
are the important things and if you can 
still believe them in this day and age, be. 
lieve me you’re innocent!” 

I heard and then I knew. I loved this 
man with all my heart and with him to help 
me, all the ugliness of my past would be. 
come but a blurred memory. I thought of 
Eddie and Ella and how by some trick of 
fate they had come into that particular 
little cafe. but I couldn’t help but wonder 
if it hadn’t been just part of God’s plan 
to show me what love and understanding 
I could have for the asking. 

“Someday,” Wally was saying. “you can 
tell me the whole story, but not until you 
think you want to.” He grinned the shy 
grin I loved so much and said, “Now, let’s 
start where we left off last night. I think 
I was proposing to you—” 

I shut his mouth with my lips and as his 
arms crushed me against him. I think we 
both knew what my answer would be. 


THE END 





Should You Fear The ‘Other Woman’? 


(Continued from Page 10) 


abreast of the world outside your home. 
Read newspapers and keep well-informed. 
He will appreciate you more for it. 

By and large. “the other woman” is 
thought of as the marriage wrecker, but in 
nine cases out of ten, the marriage is al- 
ready wrecked by the time “the other wom- 
an” enters the picture. True, she plays a 
delicate role, but no wife should take the 
proverbial back seat to her if the wife is 
smart enough to defeat her at her own 
game—namely: not furnishing a “misun- 
derstanding husband” which is usually 
“the other woman’s” stock in trade. She 
understands the “misunderstood” husband, 
and she quickly sets about to right all the 
“wrongs” that makes this peculiar breed of 


male a likely part-time lover for “the other 
woman” in the first place. 

Usually, it’s a wife’s own stupidity that 
deals her the short end of what might have 
been a lasting, happy marriage. Most men 
won’t admit it, but they are the weaker o! 
the two sexes in that they are less elastic 
to character and personality changes. They 
stand rock-bound in their belief that God 
created man as the superior sex, and in 
this masculine arrogance lies their weak- 
ness. For it has been said that he would 
be strong must first be humble, and this is 
simply not one of the characteristic virtues 
of the average husband. The smart wife 
then, knowing this, will turn an inwaré 
glance to her own faults, search them ow. 
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admit them, then try to correct them, and 
in so doing will be able to hold the whip 
hand in her marriage for she then becomes 
stronger and wiser than her “superiority- 
* husband. 


no denying that a wife often has 


conscious’ 

There’s 
a tough row to hoe when it comes to keep- 
ing a husband as attracted to her as he was 
onthe wedding day. But many wives fail in 
this respect because they do not realize 
that men love to be pampered. Women let 
themselves be chased until they “are 
caught” by the man of their dreams, but 
they do not know what to do to make that 

The truth is sim- 
“little boys grown 


dream man stay caught. 
ply that men are only 
older.” The same love and pampering that 
mothers give to their little sons is a tried 
and tested recipe for big-boy husbands, and 
can go a long way toward keeping his eye 
from roving or his heart from straying. 

A husband expects sympathy, 
standing, thoughtfulness, 
flattery, daily 
expressions of love and affection. and sin- 


under- 

consideration, 
appreciation, cheerfulness, 
cere sexual response. These are the yearn- 
ings of every normal husband, and if de- 
nied to him at home. will be sought else- 
where—usually in the arms of “the other 
woman.” 

As a case in point. consider. for example, 
one ship-wrecked marriage that went on 
the rocks not too many years ago because 
but 
more especially because of the wife’s woe- 
ful lack of thoughtfulness. The husband, a 
husy executive, was fastidious in dress, al- 


of a compounding of many things, 


most to the point where few people would 
dare give him a personal gift for. fear they 
would not The 
aware of this, 
although she enjoyed many shopping excur- 


satisfy his taste. wife, 


shared this reluctance, and 


sions for herself seldom brought home for 
her husband as much as a pocket handker- 
chief. His secretary. 
wise enough to scrutinize the boss’s likes 


however. who was 
and dislikes, soon seized upon every proper 
secasion to gift him with something in line 
with his tastes, 
would please him. 

It wasn’t long before the boss got the 
message. He began to turn a more ap- 


and which she was sure 


praising eye toward his secretary. began to 
fnd more excuses for working late at the 
office, and, in time, found that his love too 
had been re-directed. The other 
had won out again. 

One writer once said: “If God had meant 
woman to rule over man. He would have 
taken her out of Adam’s head. Had He 
destined her to be his slave—from his feet. 
But God took the woman out of the man’s 
side, for he made her to be a helpmate and 
an equal to him.” 
fall short, they are too apt to press for the 
“equality” first of all fulfilling 


woman 


But where most wives 


without 


their role of helpmate. The other woman 
is eager to become a helpmate because she 
knows that any neglected, taken-for- 
granted husband is a good prospect to help 
solve her rent problems or ease the distress 
of the ever-present car note. 

And to be a successful helpmate, the 
smart wife avoids such marital evils as sex- 
ual indifference, jealousy and nagging. The 
almost a sure- 


off looking 


A wife may be 


latter pitfall. of course. is 
fire guarantee to send hubby 
for a new heart to conquer. 
innocently unaware that she is “a nagger,” 
but 
recognized 
husband’s to 


friends gather. 


usually the tendency can be easily 
if she finds some fault of the 
put on display whenever 
The routine usually goes something like 


this: “Oh, 


the wife may apologize to some new friends 


John is such a poor dancer,” 


who have dropped in for the evening and 
who may want to teach him to “cha cha.” 


“He’s so clumsy. you know. I don’t know 


if it’s his age or his big feet.” This. of 
course. brings a laugh and John laughs 
too. But he’s not enjoying it. Inwardly, 


he’s thinking: “Why does she seem to de- 
light in making me the butt of her jokes?” 
Later in the evening he may knock over his 
drink or tray, 
of which could bring a disgusted, 


look 


accidentally spill an ash 
either 
“see.-I’m-right,-you-are-clumsy” from 
his wife. 

two 


When the guests have gone, and the 


finally settle in bed. John gives her a duti- 
ful good-night kiss and turns his back to 
her. She sighs to herself: “I 
losing his potency. too. but I don’t guess I 


cuess he’s 


can expect much more from somebody who 
acts as stupid as he does sometimes.” 
What she did not know was that John’s 
resentment toward her for nagging and be- 
littling him was so deep that it was crush- 
Neither did 


know that hostility is behind most nagging 


ing his desire for her. she 
and that it may be conjured up by any 
number of petty things. like the way a hus- 
band may forget to hang up his clothes, 
bury himself in a newspaper at the break- 
fast table, leave the cap off the toothpaste, 
or leave his socks stuffed in his shoes. And 
any woman who resents these things in her 
husband cannot help showing her hostility 
by nagging and intentional belittling. 

And a husband. subjected to such nag- 
ging, will soon sense the wife’s hostility, 
for she cannot forever keep it hidden, par- 
moments. 
and 
“the 
unless she is capable 
he will 


ticularly during their intimate 
It will make of her a 


one who rightly should have fear of 


“frigid” woman, 
other woman.” For 
of re-winning her husband’s love. 
soon be among the un-counted numbers of 
husbands who turn elsewhere hoping to 
find what they’ve lost at home. 


THE END 
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My Wife Will Never Know 


(Continued from Page 37) 


louder in my ear, I knew that her own pas- 
ion was matching—even surpassing— 
ne 

Angela, Angela,” I whispered. 
Only one word escaped her lips as she 
ished them again to mine. “Jerry!” 


. WAS five o’clock in the morning when 
[ left her, and I gunned my car like a 
t out of hell for home. I kept trying.to 
ell myself that what I had just done was 
obably duplicated by a few thousand hus- 
bands and wives that same night, but that 
didn’t help. I had never done it before, 
d now that I looked back on it, being 
vith Angela hadn’t been that great. Not 
lly. not considering the dirty feeling I 
Maybe some husbands could 
heat and never have a guilty conscience, 
but I was sure hoping that Norma Jean 


had now. 


would be asleep when I got home. 
She wasn’t. She had just gone to the ice- 
box to get a glass of milk for one of her 


middle-of-the-night hunger spells and was 
wide awake when I hit the door. 

where have you been?” she 
isked. Her voice didn’t sound like she was 
demanding an accounting, just that she 
was a little surprised at my being so late. 
Still. I didn’t like her questioning me right 
ff like that. before I was in the house 


jerry 


What do you mean, where have I 

I demanded. “Is it a law or some- 

that I got to come straight home from 

[ spent a little time with the guys 

after work. that’s all.” 

[t's just that it’s so late, Jerry, I was 
ed.” she said apologetically. 

off my clothes and got into bed, 
he didn’t say anything else. 

The next night at the club, Angela came 

in again with her guy. During intermission 


i took 


[ waited until I saw her go into the powder 
room. and then I stationed myself between 
the ind her table so I could say some- 


thing to her when she came out. 
Will I see you tonight?” I asked when 
me by. 
Not tonight.” she said. “Tomorrow, 
I’m in the phone book. Call me.” 
[ liked that! But what else could 
do with the guy sitting right there at 
table looking? 
Things were pretty tense around my 
the next day. Norma Jean looked 
like somebody’s rag doll, and the house 
lidn’t look any better. I raised the roof 
for a while, but when she asked me about 
scrubbing and waxing the kitchen floor, I 
[ had an afternoon rehearsal and 
picked up my horn and walked out. 
Later. I called Angela. “I won’t be in 
the club tonight,” she said. “But why don’t 
ou come here when you get finished?” 
Okay.” I told her. 


After I hung up I wondered why I had 
gone to the trouble. After all, what was 
this with us? Sure she was a good-looking 
chick, but I had a wife and a kid on the 
way. I had no business going to see An- 
gela. 

But 1 went. As soon as we closed up I 
headed straight for her house. She came 
to the door in some of that stuff women 
wear just to say they’ve got something on. 
It sure didn’t hide anything. She fixed 
bacon and eggs and we drank coffee with 
brandy in it and pretty soon we were doing 
what comes naturally. Just for a moment, 
I compared her with Norma Jean, and I 
knew that this was one time that an ama- 
teur had it all over a professional. Funny 
how I should think that Angela was just 
a little too professional. 

And pretty soon it was five o’clock in 
the morning again and I was rushing home. 


HE HOUSE WAS dark when I went in, 

and I didn’t hear a sound. That meant 
Norma Jean was asleep, otherwise she 
would call me when she heard me come in. 
I didn’t turn on any lights, undressing as 
quietly as I could in the dark. As I slipped 
into bed I thought to myself: / made it. 
I don’t have to face her. 

Then all of a sudden it hit me. The bed 
was empty! 

I was up like a shot and turning on the 
light. Norma Jean wasn’t there. I called 
her name. and there was no answer. I raced 
through the house, turning on lights and 
calling her. Still no answer. 

Frantically I started dressing and the 
phone rang just about the time I finished. 
“This is Mercy Hospital,” a woman’s voice 
said on the other end when I answered. 
“Your wife is in the hospital, Mr. Edwards. 
Would you come over right away please.” 

“I’m on my way.” I said hoarsely and 
hung up. 

Why I didn’t get killed or arrested on 
my way to the hospital Ill never know. It 
sure wasn’t because I wasn’t driving fast 
enough. I guess I was just lucky because 
it was so early in the morning and there 
wasn’t much traffic out. 

Things went pretty crazy after that. I 
charged into the hospital like a house afire 
and there was a lot of buzzing around and 
then one of the clerks told me to sit down 
and started asking me a lot of questions 
about my wife’s age and parents and back- 
ground and my full name and where I 
worked and all that jazz. 

“Look.” I said. “how’s my wife? Can’t 
we talk about all this later?” 

“T’m sorry. Mr. Edwards.” she said. “but 
we must have this information. Mrs. Ed- 
wards is upstairs now in delivery. You can 
go up and wait in a little while. Now will 


you tell me the name of your doctor, 
please?” ; 

I told her and added: “I don’t want ty 
wait, I want to go up there now. What 
happened? How did she get here?” 

“T don’t know about those things.” she 
said impatiently, “but I’ll try to find oy 
just as soon as we finish with this.” 

So we went through the damn pape 
work and then she went out and talked to 
somebody and came back a few minutes 
later. Her face was kind of tight when 
she spoke: “Your wife was brought here 
in an ambulance about three hours ago, 
Apparently she called herself since there 
was no one with her when the ambulance 
arrived at three-thirty this morning. She 
was alone, and she’s not having an easy 
time of it now.” 

Every word she uttered seemed to accuse 
me. 

“Look,” I said, “I work nights. The 
baby wasn’t due for another month.” 

“You can go up to delivery now,” she 
said, and her voice was a little softer. 

I was glad that she felt better about it, 
because my own conscience was giving me 
hell. Sure I had been working, but if ] 
had gone home at two o’clock instead of 
five. I would have been there in time. 

When I got upstairs, they sent me off 
to a waiting room without telling me any- 
thing, so there was nothing for me to do 
but sit down and haul out a pack of ciga- 
rettes and start smoking, like they show 
in all those cartoons about expectant 
fathers. I hated the place. Nobody would 
tell me anything. and nobody seemed to be 
excited over Norma Jean having a baby. 

Finally a nurse came to the door and 
called me. “Your wife is still in one of the 
ready rooms,” she said. “She’s calling for 
you. This way please.” 

The nurse led me inside the little room 
where Norma Jean lay in the white bed. 
looking all pale and her face lined with 
pain. She didn’t say anything. except to 
call my name and clasp my hand real tight. 
It was like that for a long time. 

“Jerry—Jerry,” she cried finally, “it 
hurts so.” 

“Don’t worry,” I said weakly, “‘it’ll all be 
over soon.” 

“But it’s taking so long,” she protested. 

I didn’t know what to say, so I just held 
tight to her hand. I stayed there for an 
hour, holding on to Norma Jean and trying 
to calm her when the pains came. But 
finally she screamed out loud and I couldn't 
take it anymore so I ran outside and met 
the nurse and a doctor coming in. 

“My wife’s in misery.” I told them. 
“Can’t you help her? Isn’t it time for the 
baby to come?” 

“Please go back to the waiting room and 
have a seat,” the nurse told me, and then 
they went in Norma Jean’s room and closed 
the door. 

I went back to the waiting room and lit 
a cigarette. I sat there a long time, think- 
ing how rotten it was for me not to have 
been at home when Norma Jean needed 
me. After all, she was only a kid and it 
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doctor, was her first baby and all. And I thought 


about how much she was going through | 
vant tof pow, just to bring our child into the world. yg PORTABLE 


What And there I had been making love to an- TYPEWRITER 


other woman; a woman for whom making 
s.” she B Jove with a different man every other night 
nd out} was probably pretty routine. Maybe if I 
had just been at home, maybe it would be 
Paper § easier for Norma Jean now. How long had 
ked to — she waited, alone, frightened and in pain 
Linutes before the ambulance came? 

when After a while the nurse and the doctor 
t here came back to me. The doctor looked at me 
S ago, with steady eyes, but his voice was soft 
there when he said: “Your wife is going through 
ulance a prolonged labor period, Mr. Edwards. 

She — This often happens, especially with the 
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HAVE tuar GLAMOUR GIRL LOOK 


8100: Darling. Old standb 


8210: Fringe Flip. Lctest creation. 
Feather curls all around. Feshion- 
$25.95 


Casuel feother curls ond waves. 
able. Ribbon port. 


$24.95 

oy Non-detectable, natural 
- . $29.95 $30.95 
5212: “French drown pert. Most 8107; Super-Fine hair. Natural 
neturo! $100.00 “F's $55. 


1035: Italian Sissily. Full bee wig 
Ribbo 


Ribbon port 
— Hondmode, natural 


$34.50 
S037: Ventilated wig. French 
part. $100.00 


L-OVER WIGS THE LENGTH, COLOR, STYLE YOU WANT 














1425: Poodle Cut. Your head 
is o crown of curl clusters 


a casually. Ribbon 
$2 


8105: Feother. Full cop with 1423: Sweetheort Poodic 

short feather curls ond bang. Lotest poodle style. No port 

Ribbon part. $22.95 Poodle curls brushed 
cosvally. . aes 


2010: Elegonce. Exciting, 
short feather curls and waves. 
Ribbon port. $25.95 
. $24.95 
2011: Non-derectable, natural 
port ++ Sane 
1424: Same only made of 
hoir with Super-Fine hair on Sure-Fit 


2012: apa a a 
- $83.00 foundation. $55. 








207: Fashioned Halo. >hort feathered over and 
under effect with bong. ........+.. $9.95 


208: Some, Extra heavy. 


205: Feather Holo. Double row halo of full 
feather curls. Notural beauty. es $8.95 


- $9.95 





*, 

\ => 206: Extra heovy 
J ‘ 

Se No. 435 


435: Halo Bongs. Short effect around sides 
$9.95 4 


and back. Short bang.. 
436: Same, Extra heavy........ 


7 No. 205 4 SF 8  S- = No. 435 SIRT Teh areneeeiineteenenesnees 


$8.95 


$9.95 
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CHIGNONS, PAGE GLAMOURS, HALOS, PONY TAILS 
571; Feather Curl. Short look for side or 
— Smortly styled feather curls. 7°’ 


- $3.95 
HN Same. Extra —— ond. 12" 
$5.95 


660: Braid Chignon. Thick 3 stem braid set 
E a aaa bun. Easily restyled. 20’ 
5.50 


$ 
see Extro thick braid chignon $7.95 
715: Chignon. Mode cf finest Etaperted hoir 
on a plump woc! roll. $3.95 
714: Much heovier No. 660 
725: Much lorger and thicker $5.50 


FOR GLAMOUR TOMORROW... MARK and MAIL 


810: Morvel Glamour. % cap foundation 
Lustrous feather curls. Covers head yet not 
a 

811: Extra rich ond hnevy 


201: Feather Poge Bey. Full feather curls 
Two rows of lovel Easily 
$5.75 


202: Extra heovy. Life-Long weave $7.95 


BOYS, 
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100: Pony Toil. Youthf.! ond fresh. Soft 


end curls for o most natural style. $3.95 
101: Extra thick: extra 


Joveliness....... 





No. 201 - $5.75. 








You‘re more than pleased... - er money back 
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My Baby 
(Continued from Page 31) 


It was the first time I admitted to myself 
that my secret would remain just that. 

“T—we can’t afford it now, darling,” | 
told Herman. And as usual, he didn’t ar. 
gue the point. But, as if to convince my. 
self I pointed out that it would put a big 
strain on him to take on the added expense 
of another child. Herman agreed with me, 
but just the same I felt guilty about de. 
nying him this wish. And as people will, 
I took out my helpless anger on Greg. 

I was impatient with him. scolding him 
for the slightest thing. I knew I was wrong 
but I couldn't help myself. Then came that 
awful afternoon. I remember Greg had 
made a regular nuisance of himself, get- 
ting into all the things a four-year-old can 
find. My nerves were already on edge and 
my head ached from the conflict that 
whirled inside me—wanting to please Her- 
man by having another child, yet reluctant 
to go through with it. 

Greg was worrying me about cookies and 
I yelled at him. I can still see his tear- 
streaked little face as he stared at me. The 
next instant he was gone. the screen door 
banging behind him. Then there was that 
horrifying screech of brakes outside. A 
woman screamed. Then there was silence. 

Even before I dashed outside and saw 
the crowd gathered in the street I knew 
it was Greg. My heart was a lump of ice 
as I went nearer. I saw his frail body 
lying twisted and still on the pavement. 
That’s all I remember. 

When I came to. I was in the house with 
Sadie with me. “Where’s Greg?” I asked, 
sitting upright. 

“The ambulance came and took him to 
the hospital,” Sadie told me. 

“Is he—?” 

“Put your trust in the Lord,” Sadie said. 

I screamed. “I killed him! Oh, God, 
forgive me. I killed him.” 

“Hush, child.” Sadie said, putting her 
arm around me. “The Lord’s will be done.” 


Greg clung to life for 12 hours. After 
that, my whole world collapsed. “You 


mustn’t blame yourself.”” Herman said. try- 
ing to comfort me. 

I shook off his hand. “God punished 
me,” I said in a daze. “I sinned and He 
took Greg away from me.” 


OW, AS I sat in the living room alone 

with Herman drained of all emotion. 
I knew that at last I would have to tell him 
everything. I couldn’t go on living with 
him, being his wife now that Greg was 
gone. There was no reason to go on living 
a lie. All Herman’s goodness to me had 
been because of Greg. 

My hands were cold as I pressed them 
over my eyes, trying to think of a way to 
begin. Herman was standing at the wit- 
dow, his back to me. “Poor little fellow. 
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['m going to miss him.” he said, his voice 
shaky with suppressed emotion. 

Yes. I thought. but how will you feel 
when I tell you? Aloud, I said, “Her- 
man—” 

He didn’t hear me, for a moment later 
there was the tinkle of an ice cream truck 
hell. “He loved those ice cream bars—” 

[saw his shoulders hunch forward and 
[longed to go to him and take him in my 
ams. I wanted to comfort him as he had 


meso many times. But I knew if I touched 


him I could never go through with it. “I’ve 
sot to tell you something. Herman,” I said 
g 


with an effort. 

“Yes?” Slowly. 
His eves searched my face. 
fred?” 

“I’s—it’s about litthe Greg—” I took a 
deep breath and plunged ahead. “He 
wasn’t your child, Herman.” 

The silence was like a cavern—empty 
and foreboding. 

“I lied to you.” I said. “I was pregnant 
with Greg when we got married. His father 
was—you don’t know him, but he was a 


he turned to face me. 


“Yes, Wini- 


man I thought would marry me. Well. he 
didn’t.” 
Herman stood looking at me, saying 


nothing. He wasn’t making it easy for me. 
My heart was pounding wildly and I could 
hardly breathe. 

“I was scared.” I went on nervously. “I 
didn’t know what to do. Then you came 
along and— It was a rotten thing to do, 
Herman, and all I can say I’m sorry. 
That’s all—I’m sorry.” I was crying. 


“Did I ever mistreat you?” Herman 
asked at last. 
“You know you haven’t. You’ve been 


wonderful! That’s why I couldn’t tell you. 
It didn’t start that way. but I discovered 
that I love you. That only made things 
worse.” 

“Why?” 

“Because after I learned to love you I 
was afraid of losing you once you knew 
the truth.” I sobbed. “But now that Greg 
is gone, I know that it was punishment 
for cheating you and living a lie.” 

I stood up, bracing myself for whatever 
was to come. “One thing more,” I said. “I 
want you to know how grateful I am for all 
vor kindness to Greg and me. Now, I’m 
kaving as soon as I can pack my things.” 

I stood there waiting. not knowing what 
to expect. If only he’d yell at me, even 
get mad and hit me. I even got a little 
angry that he was acting so forgiving. No- 
body was that good. It wasn’t human. 

Then I learned that Herman had a secret 
too, 

‘I knew little Greg wasn’t mine,” he 
sid. “I knew you were pregnant when I 
married you. But I knew that was the only 
teason you married me.” 

“You knew all along?” I gasped. 

“Yes. You see. I knew I didn’t rate a 
itl like you and when I saw a chance to 
set you it didn’t matter to me what your 
reason was.” 


“But you never said anything. Why, 
Herman?” I asked. 

“Because I was afraid you'd leave me if 
you thought I’d guessed the truth.” Then, 
gazing deep into my eyes, he added, “Yes, 
a man can love that deeply, especially a 
man who is getting a girl he never dreamed 


he could have.” 


“But you were so wonderful about 
Greg.” I said. “You treated him like your 


own son.” 

He nodded. “I loved you. and he was 
yours so I loved him too. None of this was 
his fault. After a while. I forgot that he 
wasn’t really mine. It didn’t seem to mat- 
ter any more.” 

I began to cry again. 
baby of your own. and I 

“Yes. | man does.” he said, 
“especially if he loves his wife. T thought 
it would be good for a little 
brother or sister. but when vou didn’t want 
to—” 

He loved me that much! 
thought of Herman as nice. 
had 


wanted 


“You 
guess every 
Greg to have 
All along I had 


but not glam- 


used him 


orous or very bright. I 
for my own selfish purposes. “I’m so 
ashamed.” I told him. “If ’'d only known 


that you knew—” 

Herman came to me and took my arms 
gently. “You couldn’t have made it. That’s 
why I didn’t tell you. I kept hoping that 
it would work out Now—now 
there’s no point in even hoping. Greg’s 
gone and there’s no reason for you to stay.” 

“No. I guess not.” I said. I turned and 
went into the bedroom. It was best for me 
to get out of Herman’s life as quickly as 
If only there were some way for 


somehow. 


possible. 
me to make it all up to him. 

Suddenly. the words of Sadie’s 
came back to me. What had she 
“Help them to carry on together 
Together? No. that would be asking too 
much. 


prayer 
said? 


” 


I heard Herman’s step behind me. “Win- 
ifred?” 

I didn’t turn around. “Yes?” 

“Could we make a new start? What I 


mean is, we'd both be starting out without 
any secrets this time.” 

I sat down on the bed. 

“Tt would be different this time.” he said 
eagerly. “I love you and I know that you 
can’t love me and 

“But I do love you.” I said. “Don’t you 
see. darling? I would never have gone on 
this long if I hadn’t. Once little Greg had 
a name. I would have left you. But I 
didn’t. I stayed because you turned out to 
be a real man, someone much better than 
I deserved.” 

He shook his head. “You’re much better 
than | deserve.” he said. “That should 
make things even—we both would be get- 
ting someone better than we deserve.” 

I could only nod my head in agreement. 
I was too overcome with happiness to speak 
and my eyes were too filled with tears of 
gratitude to see his face clearly, but I felt 
his strong arms around me. I knew then 
that everything was going to be all right. 


THE END 
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WOMAN 
WHO 
WANTS A BABY 


Doctor’ S Invention Gives New Help 


y woman ep oay gets her own special days when she will 
S most likely to become WY ye ae a Doctor’s won- 
ceria invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS- ° 
GUIDE (which is a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 
pm you your own special days when you are most likely 
to be fertile. Most important—these 1 fertile days of 
yours wee Lo ony days when you will be most likely to con- 
ceiveachild. And you get these special foreiie anys of yours 
easily and simply when you use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Bestof all 
~—Doctors and the Church approved as caabetins nded 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE principle. Many women have told me their 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
it with To ust send me your 
name and address with 25¢ in coins or stamps. When postman 
delivers your ADV1S-A-GUIDE — sent you in a plain package 
marked personal and oe with simple instructions—pay 
only $1.75 plus posters on this 100° money-back guaran- 
tee: Use vour ADVIS-A- GUIDE for 10 days. If youare not 
completely, satistied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
helps you in your marriage relations — return it to me. I'l! 
send your full purchase price right back to you by air- 
mail. (You can save 42c postage by sending full price of 
$2 in cash or money order or check when you write to me 
Because then | pay all postage.) Write me personally. 


Mrs. J.L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 533 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 6th Ave., New York 18, N.Y. 
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Skin Irritations ... 
AR 25¢ 











fen mor BEsy 



















Easy to use Viscose eotinodaie a may 
heal many old leg sores due to venous 
congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 
ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 
BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL-plan. 


N.T. VISCOSE COMPANY 
____140N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Illinois 


) TO GLAMOUR-EYES YOU ( 


“MAMBO” 
Medalo Bop #220 


Styled differently for 
- uninhibited with 

flare for the new 
creative spirit of life. 
Choice of clear or 
tinted lenses. 
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Protective Not Corrective 


Send for the free booklet showing sweet 
and sassy bops. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. YG-5 Brooklyn 35, N. Y. 








oe = ‘xhile good aa go without. 
HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


very essence of confiden 


it postage you: 
postman. (Or send 2 wi D save C. .D. and post- 
age.) Use for 10 days. I eeery GUARANTEE that 
you will be more than delighted or your’ money back 
promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once. 
LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-P, New York 16 
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rhinestones 


sparkling 


newt Movie Star pel tiny nail heads adorn 
GLAMOR GLASSES a lace type “cats eye” 
(see near & far) style, imported Optical 
frame. Perfect for teen: 
Money Back Guarantee = 2¢e"= and Glamor Girls. 
Black or Brown—clear or 

tinted lenses. 


FREE catalogue mailed 
with each order. No. 157 $4.95 ppd. 
HERMAN OPTICAL CO. The same as above, without 
2Y Beaver Street the rhinestones 
Newark 2, N. J. No. 158 " ppd. 





Easy Way—Recolors 


HAIR JET BLACK 


Natural Looking 


Dull, streaked, faded, life- 
less-looking hair regains 
youthful-like natural lus- 
trous-appearing beauty in 
22 minutes, at home. 
BLACK STRAND HAIR 
‘OL ORING imparts new look to old hair 
ike magic. Doesn’t wash or rub off. Needs 
etouching only as new hair grows out. 
asy directions in every package. Guaran- 
am Complete treatment only 75c plus 
x at druggists everywhere. 


BLACK STRAND 3.30%. 


STRAND PRODUCTS CD. 723-E B....f pall 
118 So. sani Chidago 6, IIL. LIGHT BROWN 





























and get RESULTS 


The true way will open 
for you when you know how to 
for and how to accept the gifts that 
GOD has stored up for those that 
love and obey Him. Learn 

THE MAGIC FORMULA for 

SUCCESSFUL PRAYER 

Here are some of the amazing things 
it tells you about: to pray; 
where to pray; Ho pray; The 
Magic Formulas for “Health and Sue- 
cess through prayer: for conquering 
fear through prayer: for obtaining 
work through prayer; money 
through — te for influencing others 
through pra H many other val- 
uable instructions that help you get 
things you want. 


5-DAY TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 


and address Lag and on delivery 
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Design Smart Fashions 
LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 


Fascinating field. own wardrobe at 
considerable saving. Gain experience design- 
ing for others. It may lead to thrilling career 
—reven a shop of your own some day. Basic 
“learn-by-doing™ course uncer gui ance of 
qualified teachers provides excellent starring 

point for a career. Send for free booklet, 
‘Adventures in Dress Design.” 

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 

835 Diversey eatatited _ 3235, eaten 14, il. 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
P r to make people admire you? Power to earn 
ey? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
ke anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
hich is the result of scientific research. This 

n and directions wi help you become 
terful and exert greater influence. You will 
break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 

E OT DELIGHTED, “you R MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
FI NDED Just send your name and address, Pay on 
€ $2.00 plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 


rder and [I will pay postage. 
FREE th every order: Talismanie Seal of Luck in 
»d-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment, 
SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-G 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 
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The Love Affair That Shocked 


(Continued from Page 25) 


walks together and dance together at the 
local youth club. I liked dancing with him. 
But there was no funny stuff. No kissing 
or flirting. We just used to dance and talk 
and walk. Then one day when we were 
walking home he asked me to marry him. 
I kicked a stone and said I was too young. 
It was all I could think of saying. Then I 
shot him a quick look and saw he wasn’t 


joking. He looked all serious and sort of 


sad. 

“A few days later I was sitting outside 
our house with my mum when he came 
along and started chatting. Suddenly he 
burst out: ‘I want to marry your daughter. 
Mrs. Bassey.’ 

“I wanted to run off like 
didn’t dare. I heard my mum say: 
Shirley’s a little young.’ 

“He flushed and said: 
leaves school.’ 

“Mum just shook her head. She liked 
that boy and knew he was real serious. But 
I could see she was worried. She still wor- 
ries about me. even though I’m a big girl 
now. When I came to London I wanted to 
take a flat, because it was cheaper than a 
hotel. But mum wasn’t having any of that. 
She didn’t know much about London, but 
she knew about men and the way they buzz 
and hover round a teenager on her own. 
She trusted me all right. But she didn’t 
trust the wolves. 

“Then, as you know. at seventeen I really 
fell in love—or thought I did. I was tour- 
ing with a show and the boy I met was to 
be the father of my little girl. Far from 
‘getting rid of babies,’ | refused to do just 
that when he asked me to. I was prepared 
to face the music. I’d loved and nobody 
could take that away from me. My baby. 
as for my part, was born in love. although 
I’m not attempting to make my foolishness 
sound noble. 

“Today my little girl has a $9.800 house 
registered in her name and a special trust 
fund into which I regularly pay a share of 
my income. 

“Now, just to show you that I’m like any 
other girl to whom love is not just an itch 
for excitement, I'll tell you about another 
‘romance’ of mine—and how I ended it. 

“It was in Reno that I nearly got mar- 
ried—in Reno. the world’s biggest divorce 
factory. 
when I’d finished work, I was talking to a 
disc jockey I knew. He introduced me to 
another fellow in the same business. This 
man was tall and quiet and handsome, and 
I liked him. It was five o’clock in the morn- 
ing. He played the piano and I sang. Then 
he called for champagne to celebrate some- 
thing and we both sang. Suddenly he said: 
‘Let’s get married.’ 

“That Reno air! All I said was: 
do we get married at this hour of the morn- 
ing?’ 

“And he said: 


mad. but I 


‘T think 


‘Tl wait until she 


One morning about three o’clock 


‘How 


‘We drive around until 


the offices are open and then we buy a jj. 
cense.” 

“Tt all sounded simple and wonderful, 
We drove around and he said he wanted 
to make a phone call. I sat waiting in the 
car, listening to a disc jockey program, 
And as we drove off again, I heard the an. 
nouncer say: ‘Now I’ve got hot news for 
you. My old pal Johnny, who shares this 
program with me, has just rung up to say 
that he’s going to marry Shirley Bassey 
as soon as the license shop opens.’ 

“Believe me—that was the shortest en. 
gagement on record. I broke it off on the 
spot. That announcement knocked every 
ounce of magic Reno air out of me! 

“Can’t every girl to whom love means 
romance and mystery share just how | 
felt? 

“Now a word about Terry Davis—or 
Pepe, as he was to me. When I met him 
we were both very lonely. He pleaded with 
me to marry him on countless occasions, 
{ turned him down repeatedly—but gently. 
Finally, after an accident in which he was 
involved, I said ‘yes.’ That seemed to help 
him recover. But I never really loved him. 
To that extent—to the extent that I said 
‘yes’ without really loving—I may have 
erred. But he pestered me—and [ did like 
Pepe. 

Because I turned him down I have been 
made to sound a vamp. Isn’t it much more 
terrible for a girl to marry a man she can 
never really love? And isn’t it better to 
find out in time? 

“I have sobbed about the Pepe I knew. 
I know what goes on inside a man or a 
woman who is possessed by that demon 
called love. All I can say is, I tried to be 
kind. 
* . . While I was staying with Pepe's 
parents, they could not have _ possibly 
thought I was in love with their son. I had 
lots of admirers—all just good friends— 
and they used to phone me and visit me at 
Pepe’s home. 

“And a final word about my songs—for 
I know it is the songs that condemn me in 
many eyes. Sometimes I do feel ashamed. 
One night at Ciro’s I was in top form sing: 
ing that candle song—with a sizzle, too. 
Suddenly I saw a small girl with her el- 
bows on the table gazing at me. obviously 
enraptured. She seemed to understand 
every word. 

“My face went hot. I jerked my eyes 
away. But something kept drawing my 
gaze back to that little waif. I felt as if 
I'd been caught out using a dirty word in 
front of one of my little nieces back home. 
Believe me. that candle never took so long 
to burn... . 

“Anyway, that’s me. No saint—not even 
a plaster one. 

“But I’m human. And, except for my 
one big slip—I’m not ashamed.” 

So wrote the sexy singer from Tiger Bay. 


THE END 
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Will He Marry You? 


(Continued from Page 33) 


that way at all. And he isn’t that way now 
because he’s been reading Emily Post. In- 
stead, it is just that he does not pass up 
any opportunity to touch you, to offer a 
tender caress, to reassure himself that you 
are the softest thing—animal, vegetable or 
mineral—that he has ever laid hand 

And he gets the same tingly sensation you 
do when he touches you. 

The man who is fast turning ripe for the 
preacher has another giveaway trait: he 
takes a woman’s most subtle advice. If you 
suggest that a moustache would add to his 
already attractive manliness, you may no- 
tice that in a few days hair has begun to 
sprout above his upper lip. Should you 
mention that you like the shorter, crew- 
type haircuts for men, his barber is likely 
to see him more frequently. And should 
you openly admire the dignity and refine- 
ment that a blue suit and tie give him, you 
may soon wonder what on earth happened 
to that loud orange. green and pink sport- 
shirt of his that used to give you nervous 
headaches. The man who loves you. in 
short, becomes a man who aims to please. 

If the girl with marriage in mind is espe- 
cially cunning, she will find that men are 
a talkative lot about their business affairs, 
and she will encourage the man of her 
choice to come to her at day’s end with 
tales of his brilliant successes or disastrous 
defeats. Soon he will learn to depend upon 
her sympathetic attitude toward his wel- 
fare, and will value her counsel. When 
you have a man in this state, even if he 
panics on the day of the wedding he is 
likely to be so groggy as to run in the 
wrong direction, ending up right beside 
you at the altar, where you wanted him in 


the first place. 

All of these sign posts are to be discerned 
through a woman’s mystical powers, such 
as intuition or innate slyness. Marriage 
counselors, however, give even more help- 
ful hints on attaining a successful mar- 


riage. Some of the questions raised by 
psychologist Clifford R. Adams are: 
1. Do you both have about the same 


amount of education? 

2. Are your standards and ideals simi- 
lar? 

3. Are there games you enjoy playing 
together ? 

4. Do you feel the same way about show- 
ing affection? 

6. Is there some sport or hobby you two 
share? 


7. Do you enjoy going to church to- 
gether ? 
8. Are your food likes and dislikes 
about the same? 
9. Do you share several social activi- 
ties? 
each agreeable to the other’s 


10. Is 
relatives? 

11. Do both enjoy a quiet evening to- 
gether ? 

12. Can you two discuss any problem 
without getting upset? 

13. Do you like each other’s friends? 

14. When are argu- 
ments unusual? 

If you can answer yes to most of these 
questions, then the chances are that he will 
marry you. for there are excellent indica- 
tions that it will be a fine marriage. and 
even your man is probably bright enough 
to realize it. 


you are together. 


THE END 








On The Records 


(Continued from Page 


Hentoff has noted: “He has made his mark 
with them as an honest yeasayer who can’t 
help but play what he knows and feels.” 
With all his popularity, Sonny is not 
without criticism in his trade. Some ob- 
servers bring him to task for practicing 
“the most irritating musical mannerism of 
his generation,” the tendenc y to make fleet 
tuns of changes on his horn which they 
call more flash than music. It is admitted 
by this group, however, that Sonny during 
recent months has gone in more and more 
for music and less and less for flash. 

Stitt’s playing at Newport is currently 
being marketed in one of the 14 albums 


11) 


Verve recorded at Newport. Supported by 
the Oscar Peterson trio, Sonny was excep- 
tionally impressive on the occasion. He 
literally cooked on Monitor Blues and 
Roy’s Song before he eased off the pace to 
breathe ear-caressing beauty into Autumn 
In New York. 

Besides Stitt and the Oscar 
three. an array of jazz giants appear in 
Verve’s Newport albums. Among them 
Count Basie, Jack Teagarden, Ella Fitz- 
gerald, Toshiko, Billie Holiday, Teddy Wil- 
son, Dizzy Gillespie. Mary Lou Williams 
and Pee Wee Russell. 


Peterson 
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QUICK “DOUBLE ACTION 
with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It’s loaded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won 
derful thin hair, temple grooming — massaging aid. Smal! 
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BERNEL’S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
all types hair 
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SKINNY LEGS! 


Try this new amazing scientific home 
method to ADD SHAPELY CURVES at 
ankles, calves, thighs, knees, hips! 


F ica E E “‘How To Add Alluring Curves 

To Correct Your Personal Thin 
Leg Probiems’’ Book—also packed with ac- 
tual before and after photos of women who 
obtained remarkable results! 
Skinny legs rob the rest of your figure 
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can try to help yourself improve under- 
developed legs, due to normal causes, 
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legs you wish, or your legs 
all over as many women 
have by following this new 
scientific method. Well- 
known authority on legs 
with years of experience of- 
fers you this tested and 
proven scientific course— 
only 15 minutes a day—in 
the privacy of your home! 
Contains step-by-step illus- 
trations of the easy SCIEN- 
TIFIC LEG technique with 
simple instructions: gaining 
shapely, stronger legs, im- 
proving skin color and cir- 
culation of legs. 

Limited Time 
FREE OFFER! 


For your free book on the 
Home Method of Developing 











AFTER 
LEGS LOOK BETTER AND 
DON’T GET TIRED AS 
QUICKLY 
**Modern Methods has donc 
wonders for me. It makes 
my legs look better and 


Skinny Legs mailed in plain pot get tired as quickl 
wrapper, without obligation, as they did before.’’—Mrs 
just send name and address. T.H.. Ft. Worth, Texas. 


MODERN METHODS Dept. SL-367 
296 BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY 7 


a 


. 


ULECAP 
¢.16. 
SRAIDEDWHY Bars 
ee PUFES279 ay 


& HAIR® 


ae 


zs} bse: 
ay ae 


Pyecluster’ * 
CURLS 396 


RIN 
23 TONES 
zu i en S 


* 0.Box 88 
RICHMOND22VA 


id 


Tn 
1 MONEY ‘ 
- PLUS CHARG 





Ose. °. 








I knew that Fay was like a flame, burning at the very founda- 


tions of everything I stood for. But I couldn’t send her away 


-not before the fires of passion had consumed us both 


VV HAT’S WRONG with our teen- 


agers? Are they a 
ily headed for hell and damnation? 


“lost generation” 


Or are they the innocent victims of a 
rid they never made? 
[here are some who say that we, the 
Its, are to blame for whatever is 
with our youngsters. What hap- 
ed to me is proof of that, many peo- 
will say, and at first glance it would 
ypear they were right. I say that some- 
e has gotten into our youth, some 
| that grownups can’t even imagine. 


\ll I ask is that you read my story 


2 VV 
RUINED... TT : 


each other it was for keeps. 

We grew up fast. For almost a year 
the army sent me to various training 
schools around the country and we had 
a ball. Vi followed wherever | was trans- 
ferred. Just before | was shipped over- 
seas, Vi told me she was going to have 
a baby. 

“Don’t you worry, honey,” 
her last visit to camp, 
ing to be fine. You can stay 


[ said on 
“everything’s go- 
with my 
folks, and when this war is over, we'll 
settle down somewhere and live in style.” 


Vi felt the same way about working 


years passed we prospered. The cleaning 
and pressing shop I opened did well anj 
a few years ago we moved into an excly. 
sive section of Long Island. It was clog 
enough to New York for me to drive jy 
to the shop every day, yet away from the 
city and any bad influences it might hay 
on a boy the age of Jim, our son. 

“Jim is thirteen now,” Vi said to m 
“He’s a good boy, but it'll he 
hard for him to stay that way here in the 
Oh, Fred, I want us to give hin 
every chance in the world.” 

At first I was doubtful about making 
the move to the suburbs. “I grew up in 
the city,” I told her, “I hope I turned 
out good enough for you.” 


one day. 


city. 


she sai, 
putting her arms around me and laying 


“Of course you have, silly,” 


her head on my chest. “But there’s an. 





ae eee 


BY A TEEN-AGE TEMPTRESS 


th an open mind, and that you don’t 
idge me until after I tell you how a 
n-aged hellion destroyed my home, 
family—and my self respect. 
lo begin with, I was never a woman- 
er. | busy 
head. More than that, I loved my wife 
| was sure that even if I shopped 
ind I would never find a woman love- 
enough or sweet 
oh to compare with Vi. After a few 
h years at the very beginning of 


was too trying to get 


smart enough or 


arriage, we settled down to a per- 
relationship—or so I had always 
ucht. 
I was 
But 

ar was on then and somehow every- 
thing was speeded up. We all seemed 


der than we really were. Actually, Vi 


and | had married young: 
ty and she was only nineteen. 


d | were just kids and while we were 
iffected by the war hysteria just like 
ybody else, we drew the line at a 

)t of crazy things many people were do- 
For instance, instead of shacking 

» like a lot of our friends, we got mar- 


ed when I was drafted, and promised 


for the future because as soon as our 
son was old enough to leave with my 
mother, she got a good job in a war 
plant. And I made money in the army 
by lending cash to men in my outfit 
whenever they went broke gambling or 
over-spent themselves in town on a pass. 
I didn’t charge them anything and it 
worked out better than if I’'d set high 
rates on my loans. Whenever they paid 
me back, they’d always throw in some 
extra money. And whenever a gambler 
hit it big, he’d just hand me a fistful of 
bills. That’s 


war; none of us knew how long we'd 


the way it was during the 


live, so we lived like every day was the 
last one we'd see. 

I was lucky. I got out of the war alive 
and with a lot more money than I went 
in with. When I got home I found my 
son a healthy, mischievous two-year-old 
and my wife more beautiful and loving 
than I remembered. Vi had managed to 
save several hundred dollars from her 
earnings and with what I brought home 
we had a sizable bank account. 

Vi and I settled in the East and as the 


other reason I want to move out intoa 
nice place. I think we both deserve to 
take it easy now.” 

As I thought about it, I saw she was 
right. We’d both worked hard, and there 
was no question that I’d do anything in 
the world to make my wife and my son 
happy. So I said to her, “If that’s what 
you want, that’s what we'll do. Maybe 
living out there will give me a chance to 
spend more time with Jim.” 

But that’s not the way it turned out. If 
anything, I saw even less of him than be- 
fore. For one thing, there were so many 
activities for youngsters that parents 
were lucky if they caught a glimpse of 
their kids once or twice a day. Besides 
school, there were football and baseball 
teams, parties and outings. “As busy 4 
those kids are,” I said to Vi one Satur 
day afternoon, “they don’t have time to 
get into trouble. I sort of wanted to se 
him today.” 

Vi laughed. “If you do see him, s@J 
hello for me!” 

Still, I had no complaints. It was goo! 
to know my son was having good, cleat 
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Fay had followed me, and the urge was 
too powerful to resist. | turned and pulled 
her to me. “You little devil,” I grated. 


fun with girls and boys who came from 
good homes. It wasn’t until much later 
that I learned that some of those homes 
were not as good as they appeared to be 
and that some of the children were not 
the perfect little angels they seemed to 


MEANWHILE. the years rolled by 
and things progressed smoothly. 
And while my love for Vi never faltered, 


my feeling for her changed as time went 
by. Instead of a bright. searing flame, 
our love became a warm. steady glow. 
Now and then I’d get the urgent need 
for love that used to stay with me when 
I was younger, but for the most part, Vi 
and I settled into a routine relationship 
that rarely changed. 

We'd been together so long that our 
need for each other ebbed and flowed in 
perfect rhythm. Not that I never felt a 


physical attraction for any other woman. 
I did—often. The suburban community 
in which we lived was full of women 
who were dissatisfied with their hus- 
bands, bored and seeking new thrills, or 
just out to convince themselves and the 
world that they were still attractive to 
men. 

At the parties and get-togethers that 
were part of our social life, there was 
usually no trouble spotting at least 

79 








[ had played it straight during the first years of my marriage. 


I was even too dumb to realize what was expected of me when 


my neighbor’s wife made a pass. 


one woman on the loose. Many of them 


ere attractive enough to stir my interest 
yut that was as far as it went. In the first 
lace, | couldn’t imagine myself doing any- 
hing to betray Vi’s trust in me or to cheap- 
n our love. Also, there would have to be 
much lying and deception involved. 
\rranging a rendezvous with a married 
oman would call for more nerve than I 
id 
So aside from some mild flirtations, my 
ve life was uneventful. Once, the wife of 
1 neighbor made a pass at me and I was 
oo dumb or too honest to follow through. 
\t a party the night before, she mentioned 
hat she was going into the city the next 
norning and being neighborly, I offered to 
ive her a lift. From the moment she got 
ito the car she was on the make. Climb- 
ng in, her skirt hiked up above her knees 
ut she made no move to rearrange it. I 
lecided to play along just to see how far 
he would go. As we talked, Myra moved 
loser and closer to me until her arm was 
essed against mine. She kept leaving 
»penings for me. but I deliberately avoided 
iving the right answers. Finally, just be- 
vre I let her out in town, Myra turned to 
ne with a provocative smile and said, “I'll 
finished in a couple of hours. Suppose 
un uptown and stop by your shop?” 
Well. that would be nice,” I said, “but 
1 going to be pretty busy today.” 
loo busy to take time out for a little 
’ she asked. “All work and no play 


hook my head. “My playing days are 
I said. 

| believe that of a man when he’s 
before!” she declared. She 
ed at me through her long lashes. “I 
you call yourself being loyal to 


ESO 
Corny as it sounds, yes.” 

her hand my arm and 
jueezed. “I’m wise to you men with high 
yrals. You’re like a stone wall with ma- 
ire women, but let a young girl smile at 


she put on 


yu and you melt.” 
[ smiled tolerantly. “You think so?” 
[ know so! You’re just about at that 
Freddy-boy.” 
‘T’ll let you know when it happens—if 
t happens,” I said. 
Oh, itll happen,” she said, as she 
ed to go. “It’s just a question of when.” 
/f course, I didn’t waste any time or 
ight over Myra’s prophesy. It was too 
lly. But even if I'd had an inkling of what 
ihead, I don’t know what I could have 
to prevent disaster. All I know is 
| went into the whole affair as inno- 
ind unsuspecting as a newborn babe. 


Then Fay came along 


IM WAS seventeen years old at the time. 

I’m sure of the date because it all 
started at a birthday party for him. The 
guests were about a dozen of the boys and 
girls in my son’s bunch. We turned the 
basement playroom over to them and went 
visiting. It was about midnight when Vi 
and I returned home. The Cokes Vi had 
stored in the refrigerator hadn’t been 
touched. Downstairs, things were quiet ex- 
cept for some soft music from the phono- 
graph. 

I went down the steps. nearly stumbling 
over a boy and girl sitting on the last step, 
kissing. A half empty bottle of Scotch stood 
on the bar and a feeling of panic gripped 
me as I glanced around the dimly-lit room 
looking for Jim. 

“Hi, Daddy-o!” he called out in a slurred 
voice. 

I saw him then, sprawled on the sofa, 
with a girl’s head on his shoulder. Around 
the room were other couples. sitting on 
cushions on the floor or standing close to- 
gether in corners. Jim raised a highball 
glass and said, “Today Iam a man! How 
about a little toast, Daddy-o?” 

I reached out and snatched the glass 
away from him. “Who told you you could 
open my liquor?” I demanded. 

“Aw. don’t be like that.” he said. lurch- 
ing to his feet. “This is a celebration.” 

“T want to talk to you. young man,” I 
said, my anger rising because the other 
youngsters acted as if I wasn’t even there. 

Jim pulled away from my grasp and 
started up the steps. I caught up to him in 
the kitchen. “You pay attention when I 
talk to you.” I shouted. 

He turned to his mother and said. “Tell 
him to quit acting like a square. Mom. 
Embarrassing me in front of my friends 
like that!” 

“You'll be a lot more embarrassed when 
word gets around that I let you kids guzzle 
liquor and do whatever else you're big 
enough to do down there in the dark!” I 
told him. 

“You’re right, we shouldn’t have opened 
your liquor without permission. Mr. Rey- 
nolds,” said a voice at my elbow. It was 
Fay, the girl Jim had been necking with. 

“See what I to Jim. 
“Fay’s parents will be just as shocked as 
I was when they hear about this!” 

Jim guffawed. “Bro-ther! How square 
can you get?” 

I took a step toward him. “You shut 
up!” 

I felt a hand on my arm. “What he 
means, Mr. Reynolds, is that all the kids 
take a taste now and then.” 

“That’s putting it mildlv!” Jim said. 


mean?” I said 








I ignored him, turning my attention , 
the slim girl who stood looking up at » 
with a steady, wide-eyed gaze. She had q 
attractive face, but her heavily madew 
mouth, moist and sensuous, did not seg 
to go with the rest of her. Her lips curly 
into a slow smile as my glance slid dow 
to her bare shoulder. Without hurrying 
she drew the shoulder strap of her dreg 
into place. 

“We don’t do anything our parents don} 
know about, Mr. Reynolds.” she aij 
sweetly. 

“You see, Fred,” Vi said, “Jim isn’t x 
fault. You can’t blame him for what ce. 
tain other people do!” She turned her dis 
approving gaze on Fay. 

“I’m not so sure of that,” I said. “By 
we'll go into it later. Right now. I thin 
we'd better send those kids home.” 

Jim glared at me, but he went down anj 
made the announcement the party wa 
over. A short time later, all the guests ha 
gone except Fay, who offered to help Jj 
clean up. 

“No thanks,” Vi said coldly, and I kney 
she blamed Fay for getting Jim _ into 
trouble. 

To break the awkward silence that fol 
lowed, I said I would drive Fay home 
“You’re in no condition to handle a car’ 
I told Jim. “You’d better go to bed and 
sleep it off.” 

Fay followed me silently out to the car, 
After riding a while I said, “I suppose] 
ought to have a little talk with you 
father.” 

Fay seemed unconcerned. “That would 
be swell—if you could ever catch him 
home,” she said, her voice tinged with 
sarcasm. 

She lit a cigarette and I caught a glimpse 
of her face in the flame of her lighter. The 
play of the shadows on her high cheek 
bones made her appear more mature than 
she was. 

“Do you really mean your mother and 
father know that you—well. that you 
drink?” I asked. 

“Don’t make it sound so sinful.” she said 
lightly. “I’m a big girl now.” 

She was, indeed, a big girl. but I said 
nothing. Yet, it amazed me how the young: 
sters I'd known so long had suddenly be 
come adults. I realized it would sound 
stupid to talk to them as if they were still 
children, but at the same time I couldn't 
quite bring myself to treat them as grown 
ups. 

We pulled up in front of the Mason 
house. It was dark. “I guess you'll have 
to wait for that talk with Dad.” Fay said. 
“Nobody’s home.” 

“Then maybe I’d better wait here with 
you until they come home,” I suggested. 

She shook her head. “No thanks. But 
you can give me a cigarette, then I'll 
in.” 

Once again the flickering light threw 
mysterious shadows over her face. We 
smoked in silence for a while, then I said, 
“I hope you won't think I’m a tattle-tale. 
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| mean, about that talk I said I wanted to 

have with your father. I don’t want to get 

you in any trouble.” 

She smiled and said softly, “You won’t 
me in any trouble. But—” 

“But what?” 

She opened the car door and got out. “I 
think you're kind of old-fashioned—but 
awiully cute!” 

The next moment she was running up 
the walk and into the house. By the time 
[got home, Vi had put Jim to bed and she 
launched into a bitter tirade against Fay. 
“That girl is just too fast!” Vi said. “I’m 
sure she must have put Jim up to opening 
that liquor. It’s shameful!” 

“| said I’d have a talk with her father. 
and I will,” I said, wishing she’d drop the 
whole thing. 

“Well, I don’t know what good it'll do,” 
Vi snapped. “If you ask me, the Masons 
aren’t exactly model parents.” 


T ODD TIMES during the next few 
‘% days I'd catch myself thinking about 
Fay—her big lustrous eyes, her full red 
lips, her nonchalant manner. And each 
time I told myself that whatever interest I 
had in her was as a friend of the family. 
But it made me uncomfortable having her 
on my mind so much. 

About a week later, I saw George Mason 
at a bridge party. He was, as usual, taking 
on a load when he spotted me and called 
out across the room. “Hi, George,” I said. 
taking a seat next to him. 

“You're just the guy I want to see. 
Fred,” he said. “My daughter tells me you 
want to talk with me. What’s it about?” 

I suggested that a party was no place 
for a private chat. but he insisted. So I 
told him about the birthday party. “May- 
be I made too much of a fuss about it. 
Fred,” I told him, “but it sure hit me hard 
seeing those kids drinking.” 

George Mason gave a short laugh and 
stared at me over the rim of his glass. 
“You’re lucky they weren’t doing anything 
worse,” he said. 

“You don’t think they’re that bad. do 
you? Not your own daughter!” 

“Fay’s a sweet kid, but she’s too much 
like her mother.” George gulped his drink. 
“Neither one of them thinks much of me.” 

“You don’t mean that.” 

“Don’t 1?” he said bitterly. “Both of 
them do as they damn please, and there’s 
nothing I can do about it. Oh, well. Life’s 
too short to worry about it. How about an- 
other drink?” 

I couldn’t help feeling that somehow 
George Mason had failed as a father and 
thusband. I felt sorry for Fay, but it was 
none of my affair. Jim began to see more 
of Fay, and although Vi disapproved, I had 
an idea that friendship with a basically 
good, level-headed boy like Jim would be 
good for Fay—whatever her problem was. 

Fay became a regular visitor, dropping 
wer after school or early in the morning 
m the weekend. Often I’d feel her eyes on 
me and look up to see her steady gaze 


Fay hung around the house as often as she pleased, looking 


seductible and teasing me. 


Pretty soon I realized it was just 


going to be a matter of time before things came to a head 


fastened on me. When our eyes met. she 
wouldn’t glance away, but an expression 
would come over her face that would send 
the blood rushing to my face. 


T WAS a hot. humid Sunday morning 

when things came to a head. After sleep- 
ing late. I got up and took a shower. I 
heard someone stirring downstairs, so I 
wrapped a towel around my waist and went 
down to the kitchen. I expected to see Vi, 
but it was Fay! 

She was wearing a halter and a pair of 
the shortest shorts I’d ever seen. I was so 
surprised I forgot my own state of undress. 
I stood staring at her long. slim legs, her 


smooth brown shoulders above a_ full 
bosom. “Hi,” she said. her lips curving 


into an inviting smile. 

“What are you doing here?” I asked, a 
little sharper than I intended. “I mean. I 
thought you were my wife.” 

She came toward me, her hips swaying 
provocatively. “Vi was leaving for the city 
when I came.” she said. “Then it turned 
out that Jim had a tennis date. so I just 
thought I’d stick around.” 

Suddenly I was worried. “There’s no 
one here but us?” I retreated as she ad- 
vanced. “I think you'd better go.” 

“Nobody wants me.” she pouted. 

“Don’t get dramatic.” I told her. “Then 
you'd really have to go.” 

“You mean I can stay?” 

I couldn’t help but smile at the way her 
eyes sparkled. I went upstairs and dressed. 
thinking that when I came down again Fay 
would have coffee waiting for me. I was 
wrong. I found her lounging on the patio. 
so I made myself a glass of iced coffee and 
joined her outside. 

“Where’s mine?” Fay asked. stretching 
out her arms and arching her back. 

“The same place mine was—in the 
kitchen.” I said. I was no longer draped 
in a bath towed and at a disadvantage. 

She went into her little girl act again. 
“But I want some too.” 

“Do you get everything you want?” I 
asked. 

“Of course!” 

“You’re spoiled. young lady. What you 
need is the good old-fashioned over-the- 
knee treatment.” 

She stared at me levelly. “Well?” 

I shrugged and sipped my drink. “That’s 
not my job.” 

After a moment, Fay wailed. “I’m dying 
of thirst.” 

“There’s a nice cool drink inside.” I said, 
determined not to let her have her way. 

A calculating look came into her eyes. 
She rose languorously and strolled over 
to where I was sitting. Then, before I 


realized what was happening, she grabbed 
the glass out of my hand and began sip- 
ping it. More annoyed than angry. | 
jumped up and tried to get the glass back. 
In the tussle. it fell to the flagstone and 
broke. 

“See what you’ve done!” I said. catching 
her by the wrist. She fell against me, with 
the arm I held twisted behind her back. 
The softness of her curves fairly burned 
where they pressed against me and the sud- 
den contact made the blood race through 
my veins. 

Her face. upturned to me, was expres- 
sionless, except for the slightly-parted lips. 
So close to mine, yet— 

With an effort. I released her and stepped 
back. “Get out of here.” I said hoarsely. 

“Chicken,” she said evenly, then turned 
and walked away. 

It was a long time before my pulse re- 
turned to normal, and I made a solemn 
promise to myself never to be alone with 
Fay again. It was risky business and | 
knew it. 


UT IT WAS easier said than done. Fay 

continued to hang around the house 
and it would have been awkward announ:- 
ing that she was no longer welcome. And 
to tell the truth, I really didn’t want her to 
stay away. She was selfish, vain and in 
many ways not a likeable person. but in 
some strange way she fascinated me. 

It seemed that she went out of her way 
to sit and lounge in seductive poses when- 
ever I was around. She’d stretch out he 
arms so her curves would be sharply out- 
lined against the tight sweaters she wore. 
then glance out of the corner of her eve 
to see if I was watching. 

She would deliberately brush against me 
and whisper “Chicken!” when I drew 
away. It was maddening the way she 
seemed always to be laughing at me. I be- 
came obsessed with the idea of wiping the 
smug smile off her face, of seeing fear 
yes, even pain—in those big, round eyes of 
hers. She was in my thoughts through the 
day when I should have been concentrat- 
ing on business, and all through the night 
her face and figure would haunt my 
dreams. 

Then one Sunday morning I was again 
alone in the house when Fay sauntered 
over. “Hi, Fred.” she greeted me in an 
almost insolent manner. 

“What are you trying to do to me?” I 
demanded. 

“T don’t know what you mean,” she said 
innocently. “I came over to see Jim.” 

“He’s not here, so you’d better go.” 

She made no move to leave and an un- 
reasoning anger began to rise in me. I felt 
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[ was caught up in a whirlpool of passion that blinded me 


to everything but the sight of Fay and deafened my ears to 


everything but the sound of her voice. That’s why I sinned 


if I went close to her I’d try to shake 
ne of the brashness out of her. So I 
1ed and went downstairs to the bar. I 
ired myself a stiff drink and gulped it 
wn. 
stared at myself in the mirror behind 
bar. This is crazy, I thought. She’s 
kid, and here I am_ thinking 
: ee 
hen I saw her face in the mirror. Fay 
followed me. The urge was too power- 
to resist. I whirled and pulled her to 
“You little devil!” I grated. Then 
rms were tight around her and my lips 
crushing hers. But she did not strug- 
Her arms wound around my neck and 
twisted her mouth against mine in a 
that made me lose all sense of time 
! I no longer cared what was right and 
t was wrong. There was only the lithe, 
ilizing creature in my arms. 
seemed an eternity before we pulled 
And then I recovered somewhat. 
is all wrong!” IT mumbled, slumping 
a chair. “I never want to see you 
Get out—get out!” 
| buried my face in my hands, trembling 
he thought of the illicit passion that 
almost swept me into sin. When I 
ked up. Fay had gone. 
But now she was more than ever on my 
1. I began taking a drink or two at 
ht so I could go to sleep, and it seemed 
whiskey helped me forget during the 
[ grew short-tempered with Vi and 
begged me to tell her what was wrong, 
I couldn't. 
lidn’t see Fay for almost a week. Then 
day she came into my cleaning shop 
{ knew then that I’d never get her out 
[ stood looking at her a long 
“Do you know 


system. 
then said hoarsely, 
t you’re doing?” 
told you I always get what I want,” 
aid. tossing her head. 
eft the shop in charge of the presser 
Fay was hungry, so we 
then some drinks. Then we 
It seemed she was deliber- 
letting me suffer 
the desire for her rose in me until I 
I would burst. When we danced, 
pressed against me and took delight 
n I begged her to stop teasing. 
\t last we were alone in a hotel room. 
ed to take her in my arms, but she 
ped away. she said. “I’ve 


we went out. 
dinner, 
t dancing. 


stringing me along, 


“Be cool,” 
to call home first.” 
You’ve done this before,’ 


] 


> T said accus- 


“What’s it to you?” 
But she eluded my 
» and | listened while she phoned her 


she said. 
"7 
you. 


Maybe,” 


il show 


’ divorce. 


parents and glibly told them she was with 
a girl friend. When she finished, I crushed 
her to me and our lips met. From then on, 
I was a lost soul... 


OOKING BACK on the next few weeks, 
all I can say is that I was caught up 
in a whirlpool of passion that blinded me 
to everything but the sight of Fay and deaf- 
ened my ears to everything but the sound 
of her voice. That’s the only excuse I have 
for committing an unpardonable sin. My 
mind was too confused to think of the con- 
sequences or even to question whether Fay 
felt the same way toward me as I did her. 
Whenever we met out in company, she 
gave no sign that we were anything to each 
other, even treated me coldly. I decided it 
was because she knew I was married and 
didn’t want to cause a scandal. Yet, she 
only laughed when I told her I would get a 
“What for?” she asked. “I don’t 
intend to get married for a long time yet.” 
But I was certain that once I was free, 
Fay would be mine forever. So I tried to 
figure a way out. Meanwhile. Fay seemed 
to be losing interest in our affair. She 
would show up late for our secret dates, 
then laugh at me when [ demanded she tell 
me what delayed her. 

Then, one night. she didn’t show up at 
all. I was so desperate. I telephoned her 
house. George Mason answered the phone. 
“Ts Fay there?” I asked. not caring wheth- 
er he recognized my voice. 

“No. she went to the Suburbanites ball 
at the Savoy,” he said. “Is there 
sage?” 


any mes- 
I slammed down the phone. The dance 
was just a few blocks from the hotel where 
I'd been waiting for two hours. Maybe if I 
went to the ballroom I could see her. I 
thought. But when I got there. I discovered 
that only those in formal attire were ad- 
mitted. So I went to a nearby bar to wait. 
As I waited. I drank. and when I finally 
made my way back to the ballroom, 
almost crazy with jealousy. 


I was 


Halfway down the block, I saw fy 
leave the hall with a group and I gt; 
running. But they piled into a car 
were pulling away when I dashed 
“Fay!” I called. For one fleeting mome 
her face turned my way. I was positive gy 
saw me, but her expression never changg 
The next moment, she was gone. 

I felt like a fool standing there on 
curb and I knew then that things could yg 
go on like that. All the way home 
night, I tried to think of a way to spare Vy 
feelings. But when I drove up in f 
of the house and went inside, I still coy 
do nothing but blurt out the truth—that 
was in love with someone else. 

To my surprise, Vi said, “I suspect 
that, Fred. I guess I was just waiting 
you to tell me.” She didn’t want to kno 
who it was and I never learned whe 
she knew it was Fay. Feeling like a he 
I packed a bag and drove back into to 

For the first time in weeks, I slept soun 
ly that night. My mind was clear. | 
almost a free man and Fay would be mi 

It was the next night before I was ah 
to phone Fay. There was lots of work 
the shop and Vi’s lawyer wanted to 
to me. I was looking forward to being 
Fay. I was sure she’d want to be withn 

George Mason answered the phone, 
hesitated a moment. then said, “This 
Fred. Is Fay there?” i 

“Oh, hi, Fred.” he said. in a slurry voicgi 
“Why don’t you come over and have 
drink with me?” 

“Sorry. I’m sort of tied up now,” I lie 

“Okay. Maybe later. Say, I guess Ji 
wants to know about Fay.” 

I was puzzled. “Jim?” 

“Yeah. I know he was sweet on F 
I thought they might get together someda 
but now—” 

My heart sank. 
is Fay?” I asked. 

“T don’t know where she is now.” Geor 
said, “but when I talked to her last nig 
she was on her way to get married.” 

“No!” 

“Yeah. the darn little fool eloped. Ha 
do you like that? A fellow she used to 
to school with. They .. . hello?” 

The phone had dropped from my hat 
and from a great distance I could hear # 
frantic clicks on the other end. Then the 
was silence. The connection was broken 


“What’s wrong? Whe 
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